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VISION OF DON RODERICK. 



Quid dignum memorare tuiSf .Htfpanta, term, 
Vox hutnatM valet! CLAUDiiir. 
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PREFACE 

TO THB VISION OF DON RODERICK. 



The following Poem is founded upon a Spanish Tradi- 
tion, that Don Roderick, the last Gothic King of Spain, 
when the Invasion of the Moors was impending, had the 
temerity to descend into an ancient vault, near Toledo, 
the opening of which had been denounced as fatal to the 
Spanish Monarchy. The legend adds, that his rash curi- 
osity was mortified by an emblematical representation of 
those Saracens who, in the year 714, defeated him in bat- 
tle, and reduced Spain under their dominion. I have pre- 
sumed to prolong the Vision of the Revolutions of Spain 
down to the present eventful crisis of the Peninsula; and 
to divide it, by a supposed change of scene, into Three 
Periods. The First of these represents the Invasion of 
the Moors, the Defeat and Death of Roderick, and closes 
with the peaceful occupation of the country by the Vic- 
tors. The Second Period embraces the state of the 
Peninsula, when the conauests of the Spaniards and Por- 
tuguese in the East ana West Indies nad raised to the 
highest pitch the renown of their arms ; sullied, however, 
by superstition and cruelty. An allusion to the inhuman- 
ities of the Inquisition terminates this picture. The Last 
Part of the Poem opens with the state of Spain previous 
to the unparalleled treachery of Bonaparte; gives a 
sketch of the usurpation attempted upon that unsuspi- 
cious and friendly kingdom, and terminates with the ar- 
rival of the British succors. It may be further proper 
to mention, that the object of the Poem is less to com- 
memorate or detail particular incidents, than to exhibit a 
eeneral and impressive picture of the several periods 
brought upon the stage. 

(7) 



d by Google 



INTRODUCTION. 



Lives there a strain, whose sounds of mounting 
fire 
May rise distinguished o*er the din of war ; 
Or died it with yon Master of the Lyre 

Who sung beleagured Ilion*s evil star ? 
Such, Wellington, might reach thee from afar, 

Wafting its descant wide o'er Ocean's range ; 
Nor shouts, nor clashing arms, its mood could mar, 
All as it swelled *twixt each loud trumpet- 
change. 
That clangs to Britain victory, to Portugal revenge ! 



Yes ! such a strain, with all o'er-pouring measure, 

Might melodize with each tumultuous sound. 
Each voice of fear or triumph, woe or pleasure, 

That rings Mondego's ravaged shores around ; 
The thundering cry of hosts with conquest crowned. 

The female shriek, the ruined peasant's moan. 
The shout of captives from their chains unbound, 

The foiled oppressor's deep and sullen groan, 
A Nation's choral hymn for tyranny o'erthrown. 

III. 
But we, weak minstrels of a laggard day, 

Skilled but to imitate an elder page. 
Timid and raptureless, can we repay 

The debt thou claim'st in this exhausted age ? 
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INTRODUCTION. 9 

Thou givest our lyres a theme, that might engage 
Those that could send thy name o'er sea and 
land 
While sea and land shall last ; for Homer's race 
A theme ; a theme for Milton's mighty hand^ 
How much unmeet for us, a faint degenerate band ! 



Ye mountains stem ! within whose rugged breast 

The friends of Scottish freedom found repose ; 

Ye torrents ! whose hoarse sounds have soothed 

their rest, 

Returning from the field of vanquished foes ; 

Say, have ye lost each wild majestic close, 

That erst the choir of Bards or Druids flung ; 
What time their hymn of victory arose, 

And Cattraeth's glens with voice of triumph 
run^, 
And mystic Merlin harped, and gray-haired Lly- 
warch sung I 



O 1 if your wilds such minstrelsy retain. 

As sure your changeful gales seem oft to say, 
When sweeping wild and sinking soft again. 

Like trumpet-jubilee, or harp's wild sway; 
If ye can echo such triumphant lay. 

Then lend the note to him has loved you long ! 
Who pious gathered each, tradition gray, 

That floats your solitary wastes along. 
And with aflection vain gave them new voice in song. 



For not till now, how oft soe'er the task 
Of truant verse hath lightened graver care, 

From Muse or Sylvan was he wont to ask, 
In phrase poetic, inspiration fair ; 
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10 VISION OP DON RODERICK. 

Careless he gave his numbers to the Mr, 
They came unsought for, if applauses came ; 

Nor for himself prefers he now the prayer ; 
Let but his verse befit a hero's fame, 
- Immortal be the verse I — forgot the poet's name. 



Hark, from yon misty cairn their answer tost : 

" Minstrel ! the fame of whose romantic lyre, 
Capricious-swellinor now, may soon be lost, 

Like the light flickering of a cottage fire ; 
If to such task presumptuous thou aspire, 

Seek not from us the meed to warrior due : 
Age after age has gathered son to sire, 

Since our gray cliffs the din of conflict knew, 
Or, pealing through our vales, victorious bugles blew. 

VIII. 

" Decayed our old traditionary lore. 

Save where the lingering fays renew their ring, 
By milk-maid seen beneath the hawthorn hoar. 
Or round the marge of Minchmore's haunted 
spring; 
Save where their legends gray-haired shepherds 
sing. 
That now scarce win a listening ear but thine, 
Of feuds obscure, and Border ravaging, 
And rugged deeds recount in rugged line, 
Of moonlight foray made on Teviot, Tweed, or Tyne. 



" No ! search romantic lands, where the near Sun 
Gives with unstinted boon ethereal flame, 

Where the rude villager, his labor done, 

In verse spontaneous chants some favored name, 

Whether Olalia's charms his tribute claim, 
Her eye of diamond, and her locks of jet ; 
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INTRODUCTION. 1 1 

Or whether, kindling at the deeds of Graeme, 
He sing, to wild Morisco measure set. 
Old Albin's red claymore, green Erin's bayonet ! 

X. 

" Explore those regions, where the flinty ci ist 

Ot wild Nevada ever gleams with snows, 
YHiere in the proud Alhambra's ruined breast 

Barbaric monuments of pomp repose ; 
Or where the banners of more ruthless foes 

Than the fierce Moor, float o'er Toledo's fane, 
From whose tall towers even now the patriot 
throws 

An anxious glance, to spy upon the plain 
The blended ranks of England, Portugal, and Spsun. 

XI. 

" There, of Numantian fire a swarthy spark 

Still lightens in the sunburnt native's eye ; 
The stately port, slow step, and visage dark, 

Still mark enduring pnde and constancy. 
And, if the glow of feudal chivalry 

Beam not, as once, thy nobles' dearest pride, 
Iberia ! oft thy crestless peasantry 

Have seen the plumed Hidalgo quit their side, 
Have seen, yet dauntless stood — 'gainst fortune 
fought and died. 



" And cherished still by that unchanging race, 

Are themes for minstrelsy more high than thine ; 
Of strange tradition many a mystic trace, 

Legend and vision, prophecy and sign ; 
Where wonders wild of Arabesque combine 

With Gothic imagery of darker shade. 
Forming a model meet for minstrel line. [said : 

Go, seek such theme ! " — The Mountain Spirit 
With filial awe I heard — I heard, and I obeyed. 
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Rearing their crests amid the cloudless skies, 

And darkly clustering in the pale moonlight, 
Toledo's holy towers and spires arise, 

As from a trembling lake of silver white. 
Their mingled shadows intercept the sight 

Of the broad burial-ground outstretched below, 
And nought disturbs the silence of the night ; 

All sleeps in sullen shade, or silver glow, 
All save the heavy swell of Teio's ceaseless flow. 

II. 

All save the rushing swell of Teio's tide. 

Or, distant heard, a courser's neigh or tramp ; 
Their changing rounds as watchful horsemen nde, 

To guard the limits of King Roderick's camp. 
For, through the river's night-fog rolling damp. 

Was many a proud pavilion dimly seen, 
Which glimmered bacK, against the moon's fair 
lamp. 
Tissues of silk and silver twisted sheen, 
And standards proudly pitched, and warders armed 
between. 

(12) Dgtized by Google 



THK VISION OF DON RODERICK. IS 

III. 

But of their Monarch's person keepino; ward, 
Since last the deep-mouthed bell of vespers 
tolled, 
The chosen soldiers of the royal guard 

The post beneath the proud Cathedral hold : 
A band unlike their Grothic sires of old, 

Who, for the cap of steel and iron mace, 
Bear slender darts, and casques bedecked with 
gold. 
While silver-studded belts their shoulders grace, 
Where ivory quivers ring in the broad falchion's 
place. 



In the light language of an idle court. 

They murmured at their master's long delay, 
And held his lengthened orisons in sport : — 
" What ! will Don Roderick here till morning 
stay, 
To wear in shrift and prayer the night away ? 
And are his hours in such dull penance past, 
For fair Florinda's plundered charms to pay ? "^ 
Then to the east their weary eyes they cast. 
And wished the lingering dawn would glimmer 
forth at last 



1 Almost all tbe Spanish historians, as well as the Toice of tra- 
dition, ascribe the invasion of the Moors to the forcible violation 
eommitted by Roderick upon Florinda, called by the Moors, Caba 
or Cava. She was the daughter of Count Julian, one of the 
Gothic monarch's principal lieutenants, who when the crime 
was perpetrated, was engaged in the defence of Ceuta against the 
Moors. In his indignation at the ingratitude of his sovereign, 
and the dishonor of bis daughter. Count Julian forgot the duties 
of a Christian and a patriot, and forming an alliance with Musa, 
^en the caliph's lieutenant in Africa, he countenanced the in- 
vasion of Spnin by a body of Saracens and Africans, commanded 
by the celebrated Tarik ; the issue of which was the defeat and 
death of Roderick, and the occupation of almost tlie whole pen- 
insulft by the Moors. 
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But, far within, Toledo's Prelate lent 

An ear of fearful wonder to the King ; 
The silver lamp a fitful lustre sent, 

So long that sad confession witnessing : 
For Roderick told of many a hidden thmg, 

Such as are loathly uttered to the air, 
When Fear, Remorse, and Shame the bosom 
wring, 
And Guilt his secret burden cannot bear, 
And Conscience seeks in speech a respite from De- 
spair. 



Full on the Prelate's face, and silver hair. 

The stream of failing light was feebly rolled : 
But Roderick's visage, though his head was bare. 

Was shadowed by his hand and mantle's fold. 
While of his hidden soul the sins he told, 

Proud Alaric'a descendant could not brook, 
That mortal man his bearing should behold. 
Or boast that he had seen, when Conscienc^e 
shook. 
Fear tame a monarch's brow. Remorse a warrior's 
look. 



The old man's faded cheek waxed yet more pale, 

As many a secret sad the King bewrayed ; 
As sign and glance eked out the unfinished tale, 

When in the midst his faltering whisper staid. — 
"Thus royal Witiza* was slain," — he said; 

" Yet, holy Father, deem not it was I." 
Thus still Ambition strives her crimes to shade. — 

" Oh rather deem 'twas stern necessity ! 
Self-preservation bade, and I must kill or die. 

1 The predoce68or of Roderick upon the Spanish throne, and 
f lain by his connivance, as is affirmed by Rodriguez of Toledo, 
the fiither of Spanish history. 
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VIII. 

** And if Florinda's shrieks alarmed the air, 

If she invoked her absent sire in vain, 
And on her knees implored that I would spare, 
Yet, reverend pnest, thy sentence rash re- 
frain ! — 
All is not as it seems — the female train 

Know by their bearing to disguise their 
mood : " — 
But Conscience here, as if in high disdain, 

Sent to the Monarch's cheek the burning 
blood — 
He stayed his speech abrupt — and up the Prelate 
stood. 

IX. 

" O hardened offspring of an iron race ! 

What of thy crimes, Don Roderick, shall I say ? 
What alms, or prayers, or penance, can efface 

Murder's dark spot, wash treason's stain away ! 
For the foul ravisher how shall I pray. 

Who, scarce repentant, makes his crime his 
boast? 
How hope Almighty vengeance shall delay, 
Unless, in mercy to yon Christian host, 
He spare the shepherd, lest the guiltless sheep be 
lost"— 

X. 

Then kindled the dark Tyrant in his mood. 

And to his brow returned its dauntless gloom ; 
" And welcome then," he cried, " be blood for 
blood, 

For treason treachery, for dishonor doom ! 
Yet will I know whence come they, or by whom. 

Show, for thou canst — give forth the fated key, 
And guide me, Priest, to that mysterious room. 

Where, if aught true in old tradition be. 
His nation's future fates a Spanish King shall see." — 
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" Hl-fated Prince ! recall the desperate word, 

Or pause ere yet the omen thou obey I 
Bethink, yon spell-bound portal would afford 

Never to former Monarch entrance- way ; 
Nor shall it ever ope, old records say, 

Save to a King, the last of all his line, 
What time his empire totters to decay. 

And treason digs, beneath, her fatal mine, 
And, high above, impends avenging wrath divine." 



" Prelate ! a Monarch's fate brooks no delay ; 
Lead on ! " — The ponderous key the old man 
took. 
And held the winking lamp, and led the way, 

By winding stair, dark aisle, and secret nook, 
Then on an ancient gateway bent his look ; 

And, as the key the desperate King essayed 
Low muttered thunders the Cathedral shook. 
And twice he stopped, and twice new effort 
made. 
Till the huge bolts rolled back, and the loud hinges 
brayed. 



Long, large, and lofty, was that vaulted hall ; 

B-oof, walls, and floor, were all of marble stone, 
Of polished marble, black as funeral pall, 

Carved o*er with signs and characters unknown. 
A paly light, as of the dawning, shone 

Through the sad bounds, but whence they 
could not spy ; 
For window to the upper air was none ; 

Yet, by that light, Don Roderick could descry 
Wonders that ne'er till then were seen by mortal 
eye. 
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DON RODERICK. 17 

XIV. 

Grim sentinels, against the upper wall, 

Of molten bronze, two Statues held their 
place ; 
Massive their naked limbs, their stature tall, 

Their frowning foreheads golden circles grace. 
Moulded they seemed for kings of giant race, 
That lived and sinned before the avenging 
flood; 
This grasped a scythe, that rested on a mace ; 
This spread his wings for flight, that pondering 
stood. 
Each stubborn seemed and stem, immutable of 
mood. 



Fixed was the right-hand Giant's brazen look 

Upon his brother's glass of shifting sand, 
As if its ebb he measured by a book. 

Whose iron volume loaded his huge hand ; 
In which was wrote of many a falling land, 

Of empires lost, and kings to exile driven : 
And o'er that pair their names in scroll ex- 
pand — 
"Lo, Destiny and Time! to whom hj 
Heaven 
The guidance of the earth is for a season given.**— 

XVI. 

Even while thev read, the sand-glass wastes away; 

And, as the fast and lagging grains did creep, 
That right-hand Giant 'gan his club, upsway, 

As one that startles from a heavy sleep. 
Full on the upper wall the mace's sweep 

At once descended with the force of thunder, 
And hurtling down at once, in crumbled heap, 

VOL. III. 2 ^ T 
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18 THE VISION OP 

The marble boundary was rent asunder, 
And gave to Roderick's view new sights of fear and 
wonder. 



For they might spy, beyond that mighty breach, 
Realms as of opain m visioned prospect laid, 
Castles and towers, in due proportion each. 

As by some skilful artist's hand portrayed : 
Here, crossed by manv a wild Sierra's shade. 
And boundless plains that tire the traveller's 
eye; . 

There, rich with vineyard and with olive glade, 
Or deep-embrowned by forests huge and high, 
Or washed by mighty streams, that slowly mur- 
mured by. 

XVIII. 

And here, as erst upon the antique stage 

Passed forth the band of masquers trimly led, 
In various forms, and various equipage. 

While fitting strains the hearer's fancy fed ; 
So, to sad Roderick's eye in order spread. 

Successive pageants filled that mystic scene, 
Showino: the fate of battles ere they bled. 

And issue of events that had not been ; 
And, ever and anon, strange sounds were heard 
between. 



First shrilled an unrepeated female shriek ! — 
It seemed as if Don Roderick knew the call. 

For the bojid blood was blanching in his cheek. — 
Then answered kettle-drum and atabal, 

Gong-peal and cymbal-clank the ear appall, 
The Tecbir war-cry, and the Lelie's yell, 

Ring wildly dissonant along the hall. 
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DON RODERICK. 13 

Needs not to Roderick tbeir dread import tell — 
** The Moor ! ". he cried, " the Moor ! — ring out the 
Tocsin beU I 



"They come! they come! I see the groaning 
lands 
White with the turbans of each Arab horde ; 
Swart Zaarah joins her misbelieving bands, 

Alia and Mahomet their battle-word, 
The choice they yield, the Koran or the Sword — 
See how the Christians rush to arms amain ! — 
In yonder shout the voice of conflict roared, 
The shadowy hosts are closing on the plain — 
Now, God and Saint lago strike, for the good cause 
of Spain ! 

XXI. 

** By Heaven, the Moors prevail ! the Christiana 
yield I — 
Their coward leader gives for flight the sign ! 
The sceptred craven mounts to quit the field — 

Is not yon steed Orelia ? — Yes, 'tis mine 1 
But never was she turned from battle-line : 
Lo! where the recreant spurs o'er stock and 
stone ! — 
Curses pursue the slave, and wrath divine ! 
levers engulf him I " — " Hush," in shuddering 
tone. 
The Prelate said ; " rash Prince, yon visioned form's 
thine own." 

XXII. 

Just then, a torrent crossed the flier's course ; 

The dangerous ford the Kingly Likepess tried ; 
But the deep eddies whelmed both man and 
horse, 

Swept like benighted peasant down the tide ; 
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20 THE VISION OF 

And the proud Moslemah spread far and wide, 

As numerous as their native locustband; 
Berber and Ismael's sons the spoils divide, 
With naked scimitars mete out the land, 
And for the bondsman base the freeborn natives 
brand. 



Then rose the grated Harem, to enclose 

The loveliest maidens of the Christian line ; 
Then, menials, to their misbelieving foes, 

Castile's young nobles held forbidden wine ; 
Then, too, the holy Cross, salvation's sign. 

By impious hands was from the altar thrown, , 
And the deep aisles of the polluted shrine 

Echoed, for holy hymn and organ-tone. 
The Santon's frantic dance, the Fakir's gibbering 



How fares Don Roderick? — E'en as one who 
spies 
Flames dart their glare o'er midnight's sable 
woof. 
And hears around his children's piercing cries, 

And sees the pale assistants stand aloof; 
While cruel Conscience brings him bitter proof. 
His folly, or his crime, have caused his grief; 
And while above him nods the crumbling roof, 
He curses earth and Heaven — himself in 
chief — 
Desperate of earthly aid, despairing Heaven's re- 
lief! 

XXV. 

That scythe-armed Giant turned his fatal glass, 
And twilight on the landscape closed her 
wings ; 
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DON RODERICK. 21 

Far to Asturian hiljs the war-sounds pass, 

And in their stead rebeck or timbrel rings ; 
And to the soand the bell-decked dancer 
springs, 
Bazars resound as when their marts are met, 
In tourney light the Moor his jerrid flings, 
And on the land as evening seemed to set, , 
The Imaum's chant was heard from mosque or 
minaret 



XXVI. 

So passed that pageant Ere another came, 

The visionary scene was wrapped in smoke, 
Whose sulphurous wreaths were crossed by sheets 
of flame ; 
With every flash a bolt explosive broke. 
Till Roderick deemed the fiends had burst their 
yoke, 
And waved 'gainst heaven the infernal gon- 
falone I 
For War a new and dreadful language spoke. 
Never by ancient warrior heard or known ; 
Lightning and smoke her breath, and thunder was 
her tone. 



From the dim landscape roll the clouds away — 

The Christians have regained their heritage ; 
Before the Cross has waned the Crescent's ray 

And many a monastery decks the stage. 
And lofty church, and low-browed hermitage. 

The land obeys a Hermit and a Knight, — 
The Genii those of Spain for many an age ; 

This clad in sackcloth, that in armor bright, 
And that was Valor named, this Bigotry was 
bight 
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XXVIII. 

Valor was harnessed like a Chief of old, 
Armed at all points, and prompt for knightly 
gest; 

His sword was tempered in the Ebro cold, 
Morena's ea^le-plume adorned his crest, 

The spoils of Afric's lion bound his breast 
Fieree he stepped forward and flung down his 

As if of mortal kind to brave the best 
Him followed his Companion, dark and sage, 
As he, my Master, sung the dangerous Archimage. 



Haughty of heart and brow the Warrior came. 

In look and lan^age proud as proud might be, 
Vaunting his lordship, lineage, fights, and fame : 
Yet was that barefoot Monk more proud than 
he: 
And as the ivy climbs the tallest tree, 

So round the loftiest soul his toils he wound. 
And with his spells subdued the fierce and free, 
Till ermined Age and Youth, in arms renowned, 
Honoring his scourge and hair-cloth, meekly kissed 
the ground. ^ 



And thus it chanced that Valor, peerless knight, 

Who ne'er to King or Kaisar veiled his crest, 
"Victorious still in bull-feast or in fight. 

Since first his limbs with mail he did invest, 
Stooped ever to that Anchoret's behest ; 

Nor reasoned of the right, nor of the wrong, 
But at his bidding laid the lance in rest, 

And wrought fell deeds the troubled world 
along, 
For he was fierce as brave, and pitikss as strong. ; 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DON RODERICK. 25 

XXXI. 

Oft lus proud galleys sought some new-found 
world, 
That latest sees the sun, or first the mom ; 
Still at that Wizard's feet their spoils he hurled, — 

Ingots of ore from rich Potosi bom, 
Crowns by Caciques, aigrettes by Omrahs worn, 
Wrought of rare gems, but broken, rent, and 
foul; 
Idols of gold from heathen temples torn, 

Bedam)Ied all with blood. — With srisly scowl 
The Hermit marked the stains, and smiled beneath 
his cowl. 



Then did he bless the offering, and bade make 

Tribute to Heaven of gratitude and praise; 
And at his word the choral hymns awake, 

And many a hand the. silver censer sways. 
But with the incense-breath these censers raise, 

Mix steams from corpses smouldering in the fii«; 
The groans of prisoned victims mar the lays, 

And shrieks of agony confound the quire ; 
While, mid the mingled sounds, the darkened scenes 
expire. 

XXXIII. 

Preluding light, were strains of music heard, 

As once again revolved that measured sand ; 
Such sounds as when, for sylvan dance prepared, 

Gay Xeres summons forth her vintage band ; 
When for the light bolero ready stand 

The mozo blithe, with gay muchacha met, 
He conscious of his broidered cap and band, 

She of her netted locks and light corsette, 
Each tiptoe perched to spring, and shake the casta- 
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XXXIV. 



And well such strains the opening scene became ; 

For Valor had relaxed his ardent look, 
And at a lady's feet, like lion tame, 

Lay stretched, full loath the weight of arms to 
brook ; 
And softened Bigotry, upon his book, 

Pattered a task of little good or ill : 
But the bhthe peasant pUed his pruning-hook, 

Whistled the muleteer o'er vale and hill. 
And rung from village-green the merry seguidillc 



XXXV. 

Gray Royalty, grown impotent of toil. 

Let the grave sceptre slip his lazy hold ; 
And, careless, saw ms rule become the spoil 

Of a loose Female and her minion bold. 
But peace was on the cottage and the fold. 

From court intrigue, from bickering faction far; 
Beneath the chestnut-tree Love's tale was told, 

And to the tinkling of the light guitar. 
Sweet stooped the western sun, sweet rose the 
evening star. 



As that sea-cloud, in size like human hand. 

When first from Carmel by the Tishbite seen, 
Came slowly overshadowing Israel's land, 

A while, perchance, bedecked with colors sheen. 
While yet the sunbeams on its skirts had been. 

Limning with purple and with gold its shroud, 
Till darker folds obscured the blue serene. 

And blotted heaven with one broad sable cloud, 
Then sheeted rain burst down, and whirlwinds 
howled aloud : — 
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Even so, upon that peaceful scene was poured, 

Like gathering clouds, full many a foreign band, 
And He their Leader, wore in sheath his sword, 

And offered peaceful front and open hand, 
Veiling the perjured treachery he planned. 

By ftiendship's zeal and honor's specious guise, 
Until he won the passes of the land ; 

Then burst were honor's oath, and friendship's 
ties! 
He clutched his vulture grasp, and called fair Spain 
his prize. 

XXXVIII. 

An Iron Crown his anxious forehead bore ; 

And well such diadem his heart became. 
Who ne'er his purpose for remorse gave o'er. 

Or checked his course for piety or shame ; 
Who trained a soldier, deemed a soldier's fame 

Might flourish in the wreath of battles won, 
Though neither truth nor honor decked his name ; 

Who, placed by fortune on a Monarch's throne. 
Becked not of Monarch's faith, or Mercy's kingly 
tone. 

XXXIX. 

From a rude isle his ruder lineage came, 

The spark, that, from a suburb-hovel's hearth 
Ascending, wraps some capital in flame, 

Hath not a meaner or more sordid birth. 
And for the soul that bade him waste the 
earth — 
The sable land-flood from some swamp obscure 
That poisons the glad husband-field with dearth. 
And by destruction bids its fame endure. 
Hath not a source more sullen, stagnant, and im- 
pure. 
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Before that Leader strode a shadowy Form ; 
Her limbs like mist, her torch like meteor 
showed, 
With which she beckoned him through fight and 
storm. 
And all he crushed that crossed his desperate 
road. 
Nor thought, nor feared, nor looked on what he 
trode. 
Realms could not glut his pride, blood could not 
slake. 
So oft as e*er she shook her torch abroad — 
It was Ambition bade her terrors wake. 
Nor deigned she, as of yore, a milder form to take. 



No longer now she spurned at mean revenge, 
Or staid her hand for conquered foeman's 
moan; 
As when, the fates of aged Rome to change, 
By Caesar's side she crossed the Rubicon. 
Nor joyed she to bestow the spoils she won, 
As when the banded powers of Greece were 
tasked 
To war beneath the Youth of Macedon : 
No seemly veil her modern minion asked, 
He saw her hideous face, and loved the fiend un- 
masked. 



That Prelate marked his march — On banners 
blazed 
With battles won in many a distant land. 
On eagle-standards and on arms he gazed ; 
" And hopest thou, then," he said, " thy power 
shall stand ? 
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O, thou hast builded oh the shifting sand, 
And thou hast tempered it with slaughter's 
flood; 
And know, fell scourge in the Almighty's hand. 
Gore-moistened trees shall perish in the bud, 
And by a bloody death, shall die the Man of Blood I" 



The ruthless Leader beckoned from his train 

A wan fraternal Shade, and bade him kneel, 
And paled his temples with the crown of Spain, 

While trumpets rang, and heralds cried, " Cas- 
tile ! " 
Not that he loved him — No ! — In no man's weal I 

Scarce in his own, e*er joyed that sullen heart ; 
Yet round that throne he bade his warriors wheel, 

That the poor Puppet might perform his part. 
And be a sceptred slave, at his stem beck to start. 

XLIV. 

But on the Natives of that Land misused, 

Not long the silence of amazement hung. 
Nor brooked they long their friendly faith abused : 
For, with a common shriek, the general tongue 
Exclauned, " To arms ! " — and fast to arms they 
sprung. 
And Valor woke, that Genius of the Land I 
Pleasure, and ease, and sloth, aside he flung. 
As burst th' awakening Nazarite his band, 
When 'gainst his treacherous foes he clenched his 
dreadful hand. 

XLV. 

That Mimic Monarch now cast anxious eye 
Upon the Satraps that begirt him round, 

Now doffed his royal robe in act to fly, 
And from his brow the diadem unbound. 
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So oft, SO near, the Patriot bigle wound, 
From Tank's walls to Silboa's mountains 
blown. 
These martial satellites hard labor found, 
To guard awhile his substituted throne — 
Light recking of his cause, but battling for their own. 



From Alpuhara's peak that bugle rung, 

And it was echoed from Corunna's wall ; 
Stately Seville responsive war-shot flunff, 

Grenada caught it in her Moorish haU; 
Galicia bade her children fight or fall. 

Wild Biscay shook his mountain coronet, 
Valencia roused her at the battle-call. 

And, foremost still where Valor's sons are met, 
First started to his gun each fiery Miquelet. 

XLVII. 

But unappalled, and burning for the fight, 
The Invaders march, of victory secure ; 
Skilful their force to sever or unite. 

And trained alike to vanquish or endure. 
Nor skilful less, cheap conquest to ensure. 
Discord to breathe, and jealousy to sow. 
To quell by boasting, and by bribes to lure ; 
While nought against them bring the unprac- 
tised foe, 
Save hearts for Freedom's cause, and hands for 
Freedom's blow. 



Proudly they march — but, O ! they march not 

forth 

By one hot field to crown a brief campaign, 

As when their Eagles, sweeping through the 

North, 

Destroyed at every stoop an ancient reign ! 
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Far other fate had Heaven decreed for Spain ; 
In vain the steel, in vain the torch was plied, 
2^ew Patriot armies started from the slain, 

High blazed the war, and long, and far, and 
wide, 
And oft the God of Battles blest the riorhteous side. 



2^or unatoned, where Freedom's foes prevail, , 
Remained their savage waste. With blade and 
brand, 
By day the Invaders ravaged hill and dale. 
But, with the darkness, the Guerilla band 
Came like night's tempest, and avenged the land, 

And claimed for blood the retribution due. 
Probed the hard heart, and lopped the murderous 
hand ; 
And Dawn, when o*er the scene her beams she 
threw, 
Mdst ruins they had made, the spoilers* corpses 
knew. 



What minstrel verse may sing, or tongue may tell, 

Amid the visioned stnfe from sea to sea, 
How oft the Patriot banners rose or fell. 

Still honored in defeat as victory ! 
For that sad pageant of events to be, 

Showed every form of fight by field and flood ; 
Slaughter and Kuin, shouting forth their glee. 

Beheld, while riding on the tempest scud. 
The waters choked with slain, the earth bedrenched 
with blood ! 



Then Zaragoza — blighted be the tongue 

That names thy name without the honor due I 

For never hath the harp of Minstrel runcr, 
Of faith so felly proved, so firmly true I 
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Mine, sap, and bomb, thy shattered ruins knew, 

Each art of war's extremity had room. 
Twice from thy half-sacked streets the foe with- 
drew. 
And when at length stem fate decreed thy 
doom. 
They won not Zaragoza, but her children's bloody 
tomb. 



LII. 

Yet raise thy head, sad city ! Tliough in chains. 
Enthralled thou canst not be ! Arise, and 
claim 
Reverence from every heart where Freedom 
reigns, 
For what thou worshippest! — thy sainted 
Dame, 
She of the Column, honored be her name, 

By all, whatever their creed, who honor love I ; 
And hke the sacred relics of the flame, 

That gave some martyr to the blessed above, 
To every loyal heart may thy sad embers prove I 



Nor thine alone such wreck. Gerona fair ! 

Faithful to death thy heroes shall be sun<^, 
Manning the towers while o'er their heads the air 
Swart as the smoke from raging furnace hung ; 
Now thicker dark'ning where the mine was 
sprung, 
Now briefly lightened by the cannon's flare, 
Now arched with fire-sparks as the bomb was 
flung. 
And reddening now with conflagration's glare, 
While by the fatal light the foes for storm prepare. 
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While all around was danger, strife, and fear, 
While the earth shook, and darkened was the 

And wide Destruction stunned the listening ear, 

Appalled the heart, and stupefied the eye, — 
Afar was heard that thrice-repeated cry, 

In which old Albion's heart and tongue unite, 
Whene'er her soul is up, and pulse beats high, 
Whether it hail the wine-cup or the fight, 
And bid each arm be strong, or bid each heart be 
liffht. 



Don Roderick turned him as the shout grew 

loud — 

A varied scene the changeful vision showed, 

For, where the ocean mingled with the cloud, 

A gallant navy stemmed the billows broad. 

From mast and stern St George's symbol flowed, 

Blent with the silver cross to Scotland dear ; 
Mottling the sea their landward barges rowed, 
And flashed the sun on bayonet, brand, and 
spear, 
And the wild beach returned the seaman's jovial 
cheer. 



It was a dread, yet spirit-stirring sight I 

The billows foamed beneath a thousand oars, 
Fast as they land the red-cross ranks unite. 

Legions on legions bright'ning all the shores. 
Then banners rise, and cannon-signal roars, 

Then peals the warlike thunder of the drum. 
Thrills the loud fife, the trumpet flourish pours, 

And patriot hopes awake, and doubts are dumb, 
For, bold in Freedom's cause, the bands of Ocean 
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A various host they come — whose ranks display 
Each mode in which the warrior meets the 
fight, 
The deep battalion locks its firm array, 

And meditates his aim the marksman light ; 
Far glance the light of sabres flashing bright, 
Where mounted squadrons shake the echoing 
mead, 
Lacks not artillery breathing flame and night, 
Nor the fleet ordnance whirled by rapid steed, 
That rivals lightning's flash in ruin and in speed. 

LVIII. 

A various host — from kindred realms they came. 

Brethren in anns, but rivals in renown — 
For yon fair bands shall merry England claim. 

And with their deeds of valor deck her crown. 
Hers their bold port, and hers their martial frown, 

And hers their scorn of death in freedom's 
cause, 
Their eyes of azure, and their locks of brown, 

And the blunt speech that bursts without a 

Eause, 
orn thoughts, which league the Soldier 

with the Laws. 



And, O ! loved warriors of the Minstrel's land ! 

Yonder your bonnets nod, your tartans wave 1 
The rugged form may mark the mountain band, 

And harsher features, and a mien more grave ; 
But ne'er in battle-field throbbed heart so brave. 

As that which beats beneath the Scottish plaid ; 
And when the pibroch bids the battle rave, 

And level for the charge your arms are laid, 
Where lives the desperate foe that for such onset 
stayed ! 
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Hark ! from yon stately ranks what laughter 
rings, ... 
Mingling wild mirth with war's stern minstrelsy, 
His jest while each blithe comrade round him 
flings, 
And moves to death with military glee : 
Boast, Erin, boast them! tameless, frank, and 
free, 
In kindness warm, and fierce in danger known, 
Kough Nature's children, humorous as she : 
And He, yon Chieftain — strike the proudest 
tone 
Of thy bold harp, green Isle ! — the Hero is thine 



LXI. 

Now on the scene Vimeira should be shown, 
On Talavera's fight should Roderick gaze, 
And hear Corunna wail her battle won. 

And see Busaco's crest with lightning blaze:— 
But shall fond fable mix with heroes* praise ? 
Hath Fiction's stage for Truth's long triumphs 
room? 
And dare her ivild-flowers mingle with the bays. 
That claim a long eternity to bloom 
Around the warrior's crest, and o'er the warrior's 
tomb? 



Or may I give adventurous Fancy scope, 
And stretch a bold hand to the awful veil 

That hides futurity from anxious hope, 
Bidding beyond it scenes of glory hail. 

And painting Europe rousing at the tale 

Of Spain's invaders from her confines hurled. 

While kindling nations buckle on their mail, 

VOL. HI; 3 rooaIr> 

Digitized by VjOO vie 



34 VISION OF DON RODEUICK. 

And Fame, with clarion-blast and wings un- 
furied, 
To Freedom and Revenge awakes an injured 
World ! 



O vain, though anxious, is the glance I cast, 
Since Fate has marked futurity her own : 
Yet fate resigns to worth the glorious past, 
The deeds recorded, and the laurels won. 
Then, though the A^ault of Destiny be gone, 

King, Frelate, all the phantasms of my braiii| 
Melted away like mist-wreaths in the sun. 
Yet grant for faith, for valor, and for Spain, 
One note of pride and fire, a Patriot's parting 
strain! 
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CONCLUSION. 
I. 

•* Who shall command Estrella*s mountain-tide 

Back to the source, when tempest-chafed, to hie ? 
Who, when Gascogne's vexed gulf is raging wide, 

Shall hush it as a nurse her mfant's cry ? 
His magic power let such vain boaster try, 

And when the torrent shall his voice obey, 
And Biscay's whirlwinds list his lullaby. 

Let him stand forth and bar mine eagles' way, 
And they shall heed his voice, and at his bidding 
stay. 

II. 

" Else ne'er to stoop, till high on Lisbon's towers 
They close their wings, the symbol of our 
yoke. 
And their own sea hath whelmed yon red-cross 
Powers!" 
Thus, on the summit of Alverca's rock, 
To Marshal, Duke, and Peer, Gaul's Leader 
spoke. 
While downward on the land his legions press, 
Before them it was rich with vine and flock, 
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And smiled like Eden in her summer dress ; — 
Behind their wasteftil march, a reeking wilderness. 



And shall the boastful Chief maintain his word, 
Though Heaven hath hemrd the wailings of the 

land, 
Though Lusitania whet her vengeful sword, 
Though Britons arm, and Wellington com- 
mand! 
No ! grim Busaco's iron ridge shall stand 

An adamantine barrier to his force ; 
And from its base shall wheel his shattered band. 
As from the unshaken rock the torrent hoarse 
Bears off its broken waves, and seeks a devious 
course. 



Yet not because Alcoba's mountain-hawk 

Hath on his best and bravest made her food, 
In numbers confident, yon Chief shall baulk 

His Lord's imperial thirst for spoil and blood : 
For ftdl in view the promised conquest stood, 

And Lisbon's matrons from their walls, might " 
siun 
The myriads that had half the world subdued, 

And hear the distant thunders of the drum, 
That bids the bands of France to storm and havoc 



Four moons have heard these thunders idly rolled. 
Have seen these wistful myriads eye their prey, 

As famished wolves survey a ffuarded fold — 
But in the middle path a Lion lay ! 

At length they move — but not to battle-fray, 
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Nor blaze yon fires where meets the manlj* 
fight; 
Beacons of infamy, they light the way 
Where cowardice and cruelty unite 
To damn with double shame their ignominious 
flight ! 



O triumph for the Fiends of Lust and Wrath I 

Ne'er to be told, yet ne'er to be forgot, 
What wanton horrors marked their wreckful 
path! 
The peasant butchered in his ruined cot, 
The hoary priest even at the altar shot, 

Childhood and age given o'er to sword and 
flame, , 
Woman to infamy ; — no crime forgot, 

By which inventive demons might proclaim 
Immortal hate to man, and scorn of God's great 
name! 



The rudest sentinel, in Britain born. 

With horror paused to view the havoc done, 
Gave his poor crust to feed some wretch forlorn, 
Wiped his stern eye, then fiercer grasped his 
gun. 
Nor with less zeal shall Britain's peaceful son 

Exult the debt of sympathy to pay 
Riches nor poverty the tax shall shun. 

Nor prince, nor peer, the wealthy nor the gay, 
Nor the poor peasant's mite, nor bard's more worth- 
less lay. 



But thou — unfoughten wilt thou yield to Pate, 
Minion of Fortune, now miscalled in vain ! 
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Can vantage-^ound no confidence create, 

Marcella*s pass, nor Guarda's mountain-chain ? 
Vainglorious fugitive ! yet turn again ! 

Benold, where, named by some prophetic Seer, 
Flows Honor's Fountain,* as foredoomed the stain 
From thy dishonored name and arms to clear — 
Fallen Child of Fortune, turn, redeem her favor 
here! 



Yet, ere thou turn'st, collect each distant aid ; 

Those chief that never heard the lion roar ! 
Within whose souls lives not a trace portrayed, 

Of Talavera, or Mondego's shore ! 
Marshal each band tliou hast, and summon more ; 

Of war's fell stratagems exhaust the whole ; 
Kank upon rank, squadron on squadron pour, 

Legion on legion on thy foeman roll, 
And weary out his arm — thou canst not quell his 
soul. 



O vainly gleams with steel Agueda's shore, 

Vainly thy squadrons hide Assuava's plain, 
^And front the dying thunders as they roar, 

With frantic charge and tenfold odds, in vain I 
And what avails thee that, for Cameron slain, 

Wild from hisplaided ranks the yell was given — 

Vengeance and grief gave mountain rage the rein, 

And, at the bloody spear-point headlong driven, 

Thy Despot's giant guards fled like the rack of 

heaven. 



XI. 

Gro, baflied boaster 1 teach thy haughty mood 
To plead at thine imperious master's throne, 

1 The literal translation of Fuentes (V Honoro. 
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Say, thou hast left his legions in their blood, 
Deceived his hopes, and frustrated thine own ; 

Say, that thine utmost skill and valor shown, 
By British skill and valor were outvied ; 

Last say, thy conqueror was Wellington ! 
And if he chafe, be his own fortune tried — 
Crod and our cause to friend, the venture we'll abide. 



But you, ye heroes of that well-fought day, 

How shall a bard, unknowing and unknown, 
His meed to each victorious leader pay. 

Or bind on every brow the laurels won ? 
Yet fain my harp would wake its boldest tone. 

O'er the wide sea to hail C a dog an brave ; 
And he, perchance, the minstrel-note might own, 

Mindftil of meeting brief that Fortune ^ave 
Md.yon far western isles that hear the Atlantic rave. 



Yes ! hard the task, when Britons wield the sword, 

To ffive each Chief and every field its fame ; 
Hark lAlbuera thunders Beresford, 

And Red Barosa shouts for dauntless Gr-eme I 
O for a verse of tumult and of flame. 

Bold as the bursting of their cannon sound, 
To bid the world reecho to their fame ! 

For never, upon gory battle-ground, 
With conquesfs well-bought wreath were braver 
victors crowned ! 

XIV. 

O who shall grudge him Albuera's bays, 
Who brought a race regenerate to the field. 

Roused them to emulate their fathers* praise, 
Tempered their headlong rage, their courage 
steeled. 
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And raised fair Lusitania's fallen sbield, 
And gave new edge to Lusitania's sword, 

And taught her sons forgotten arms to wield — 
Shivered my harp, and burst its every chord, 
If it forget thy worth, victorious Beresford ! 



Not on that bloody field of battle won, 

Though Gaul's proud legions rolled like miat 
awaj^. 
Was half his sellnlevoted valor shown, — 

He gaged but life on that illustrious day ; 
But when he toiled those squadrons to array, 

Who fought like Britons m the bloody game, 
Sharper than Polish pike or assagay, 

He braved the shafts of censure and of shame, 
And, dearer far than life, he pledged a soldier's fame. 



Nor be his praise o'erpast who strove to hide 

Beneath the warrior's vest affection's wound, 
Whose wish Heaven for his country's weal denied ; 

Danger and fate he sought, but glory found. 
From clime tb clime, where'er war's trumpet sound, 

The wanderer went; yet, Caledonia! still 
Thine was his thought in march and tented 
ground; 

He dreamed 'mid Alpine cliffs of Athole's hill, 
And heard in Ebro's roar his Lyndoch's lovely rill. 



O hero of a race renowned of old, 

Whose war-cry oft has waked the battle-swell, 
Since first distinguished in the onset bold, 

Wild sounding when the Roman rampart fell ! 
By Wallace' side it run^ the Southron's knell, 

Alderne, Kilsythe, and Tibber, owned its fame, 
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Tummeirs rude pass can of its terrors tell, 
But ne'er from prouder field arose the name, 
Than when wild Ronda learned the conquering 
shout of Gr.eme ! ^ 



But all too long, through seas unknown and dark, 

(With Spenser's parable I close my tale,) 
By shoal and rock hath steered my venturous bark, 

And landward now I drive before the gale. 
And now the blue and distant shore I hail, 
• And nearer now I see the port expand, 
And now I gladly furl my weary sail, 

And, as the prow light touches on the strand, 
I strike my red-cross flag and bind my skiff to land. 

1 This stanza alludes to the yarious achievements of the war- 
like fiunily of Gneme, or Grahame. They are said, by tradition, 
to have descended from the Scottish chief, under whose command 
his countrymen stormed the wall built by the £mperor Severus 
between the Friths of Forth and Clyde, the fragments of which are 
Btill popularly called Graeme's Dyke. Sir John the Graeme, ^' the 
hardy, wight, and wise," is well-known as the fHend of Sir Wil- 
liam Wallace. Alderne, Kilsythe, and Tibbermuir, were scenes 
of the victories of the heroic Marquis of Montrose. The pass of 
Killycrankie is fieimous for the action between King William's 
fiHTces and the Highlanders in 1689, 

" Where glad Dundee in faint huzzas expired." 

It is seldom that one line can number so many heroes, and yet 
more rare when it can appeal to the glory of a living descendant 
In support of its ancient renown. 
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** Though Taloifl hraved young Edward's gentle hand, 
And Albert rushed on Henry's way-worn band, 
With Europe's chosen sons, in arms renowned. 
Yet not on Vere's bold archers long they looked, 
Nor Audley *8 squires nor Mowbray's yeomen brooked, — 
They saw their standard fall, and left their monarch bound." 

Akenside, 

(43) 
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HER GRACE 

THE DUCHESS OF WELLINGTON, 

PRINCESS OF WATERLOO, ETC., 

THS FOLLOWINO VEBSE8 ARE HOST KE8PEGTFULLT INSCRIBO), 
BY 

THE AUTHOR. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

It may be some apology for the imperfections of this 
poem, that it was composed hastily, and drring a short 
tour upon the Continent, when the' Author's labors were 
liable to frequent interruption; but its best apology is, 
that it was written for the purpose of assisting the Water- 
loo Subscription. 

Abbotsford, 1815. 

(44) 
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Fair Brussels, tbou art far behind, 
Though, lingering on the morning wind, 

We yet may hear the hour 
Pealed over orchard and canal. 
With voice prolonged and measured fall. 

From proud St Michael's tower ; 
Thy wood, dark Soignies, holds us now 
Where the tall beeches' glossy bough 

For many a league around. 
With birch and darksome oak between, 
Spreads deep and far a pathless screen, 

Of tangled forest ground. 
Stems planted close by stems defy 
The adventurous foot — the curious eye 

For access seeks in vain ; 
And the brown tapestry of leaves, 
Strewed on the bhghted ground, receives 

Nor sun, nor air, nor rain. 
No opening glade dawns on our way, 
1^0 streamlet, glancing to the ray. 

Our woodland path has crossed ; 
And the straight causeway which we tread. 
Prolongs a line of dull arcade. 
Unvarying through the unvaried shade 

Until in distance lost. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



46 THE FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

U, 

A brigbter, livelier scene succeeds ; 
In groups the scattering wood recedes, 
Hedge-rows, and huts, and sunny meads, 

And corn-fields, glance between ; 
The peasant, at his labor blithe, 
Plies the hooked staff and shortened scythe : 

But when these ears were green, 
Placed close within destruction's scope, 
Full little was that rustic's hope 

Their ripening to have seen ! 
And, lo, a hamlet and its fane: — 
Let not the gazer with disdain 

Their architecture view : 
For yonder rude ungraceful shrine, 
And disproportioned spire, are thine, 

Immortal Waterloo 1 



Fear not the heat, though full and high 
The sun has scorched the autumn sky, 
And scarce a forest straggler now 
To shade us spreads a greenwood bough ; 
These fields have seen a hotter day 
Than e'er was fired by sunny ray. 
Yet one mile on — yon shattered hedge 
Crests the soft hill whose long smooth ridge 

Looks on the field below, 
And sinks so gently on the dale. 
That not the folds of Beauty's veil 

In easier curves can flow. 
Brief space from thence, the ground again 
Ascendmg slowly from the plain. 

Forms an opposing screen, 
Which, with its crest of upland ground, 
Shuts the horizon all around. 

The softened vale between 
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Slopes smooth and fair for courser's tread ; 
Not the most timid maid need dread 
To give her snow-white palfrey head 

On that wide stubble-ground ; 
Nor wood, nor tree, nor bush, are there ; 
Her course to intercept or scare. 

Nor fosse nor fence are found, 
Save where, from out her shattered bowers, 
Rise Hougomonf 8 dismantled towers. 



Now, see'st thou aught in this lone scene 
Can tell of that which late hath been ? — 

A stranger might reply, 
" The bare extent of stubble-plain 
Seems lately lightened of its grain ; 
And yonder sable tracks remain 
Marks of the peasant's ponderous wain, 

When harvest-home was nigh. 
On these broad spots of trampled ground, 
Perchance the rustics danced such round 

As Teniers loved to draw ; 
And where the earth seems scorched by flame. 
To dress the homely feast they came, 
And toiled the kerchiefed village dame 

Around her fire of straw." 



So deem'st thou — so each mortal d^ems. 
Of that which is from th'at which seems : — 

But other harvest here. 
Than that which peasant's scythe demands. 
Was gathered in by sterner hands, 

With bafyonet, blade, and spear. 
No vulgar. croj^was theirs to reap. 
No stinted harvest thin and cheap I 
Heroes before each fatal sweep 

Fell thick as ripened grain ; 
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And ere the darkening of the day, 
Piled high as autumn shocks, there lay 
The ghastly harvest of the fray, 
The corpses of the slain. 

VI. 

Ay, look a^ain — that line, so black 

And trampled, marks the bivouac, 

Yon deep-graved ruts the artillery's track, 

So often lost and won ; 
And close beside, the hardened mud 
Still shows where, fetlock-deep in blood. 
The fierce dragoon, through battle's flood, 

Dashed the hot war-horse on. 
These spots of excavation tell 
The ravage of the bursting shell — 
And feel'st thou not the tainted steam, 
That reeks against the sultry beam, 

From yonder trenched mound ? 
The pestilential fumes declare 
That Carnage has replenished there 

Her garner-house profound. 

VII. 

Far other harvest-home and feast, 

Than claims the boor from scathe released. 

On these scorched fields were known I 
Death hovered o'er the maddening rout. 
And, in the thrilling battle-shout. 
Sent for the bloody banquet out 

A summons of his own. 
Through rolling smoke the Demon's eye 
Could well each destined guest espy. 
Well could his ear in ecstasy 

Distinguish every ton^ 
That filled the chorus of the fray — 
From 'cannon-roar and trumpet-bray. 
From charging squadrons' wild hurra, 
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From the wild claug tbat marked their way,— 

Down to the dying groan, 
And the last sob of life's decay, 

When breath was all but flown. 



VIII. 

Feast on, stern foe of mortal life, 
Feast on ! — but think not that a strife, 
With such promiscuous carnage rife. 

Protracted space may last ; 
The deadly tug of war at length 
Must limits And in human strength, 

And cease when these are past 
Vain hope ! — that morn's overclouded sun 
Heard the wild shout of fight begun 

Ere he attained his height. 
And through the war-smoke, volumed high, 
Still peals that unremitted cry, 

Though now he stoops to night. 
For ten long hours of doubt and dread, 
Fresh succors from the extended head 
Of either hill the contest fed ; 

Still down the slope they drew, 
The charge of columns paused not, 
Nor ceased the storm of^ shell and shot. 

For all that war could do 
Of skill and force was proved that day. 
And turned not yet the doubtful fray 

On bloody Waterloo. 

IX. 

Pale Brussels I then what thoughts were thine, 
When ceaseless from the distant line 

Continued thunders came ! 
Each burgher held his breath, to hear 
These forerunners of havoc near. 

Of rajiine and of flame. 
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What ghastly sights were thine to meet, 
When rolling through thy stately street, 
The wounded showed their mangled plight 
In token of the unfinished fight, 
And from each anguish-laden wain 
The blood-drops laid thy dust like rain ! 
How often in the distant drum 
Heard*st thou the fell Invader come. 
While Ruin, shouting to his band, 
Shook high her torch and gory brand ! — . 
Cheer thee, fair City ! From yon stand, 
Impatient, still his outstretched hand 

Points to his prey in vain, 
While maddening in his eager mood, 
And all unwont to be withstood. 

He fires the fight again. 



" On ! on ! " was still his stem exclaim ; 
" Confront the battery's jaws of flame I 

Rush on the levelled gun j 
My steel-clad cuirassiers, advance ! 
Each Hulan forward with his lance. 
My Guard — my Chosen — charge for France, 

France and Napoleon ! " 
Loud answered their acclaiming shout. 
Greeting the mandate which sent out 
Their bravest and their best to dare 
The fate their leader shunned to share. 
But He, his country's sword and shield, 
Still in the battle front revealed, 
Where danger fiercest swept the field. 

Came Uke a beam of Hght 
In action prompt, in sentence brief — 
" Soldiers, stand firm," exclaimed the Chief, 

" England shall tell the fight ! " 
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On came the whirlwind — like the last 
But fiercest sweep of tempest-blast — 
On came the whirlwind — steel-gleams broke 
Like lightning through the rolling smoke ; 

The war was waked anew, 
Three hundred cannon mouths roared loud, 
And from their throats, with flash and cloud, 

Their showers of iron threw. 
Beneath their fire, in full career, 
Rushed on the ponderous cuirassier. 
The lancer couched his ruthless spear, 
And hurrying as to havoc near. 

The cohorts* eagles flew. 
In one dark torrent, broad and strong. 
The advancing onset rolled along, 
Forth harbingered by fierce acclaim. 
That, from the shroud of smoke and flame, 
Pealed wildly the imperial name. 



XIL 

But on the British heart were lost 
The terrors of the charging host ; 
For not an eye the storm that viewed 
Changed its proud glance of fortitude, 
Nor was one forward footstep staid, 
As dropped the dying and the dead. 
Fast as their ranks the thunders tear, 
Fast they renewed each serried square ; 
And on the wounded and the slain 
Closed their diminished files again. 
Till from their line scarce spears' lengths three, 
Emerging from the smoke they see, 
Helmet, and plume, and panoply, — 
Then waked their fire at once ! 
Each musketeer's revolving knell, 
As fast, as regularly fell. 
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As when tbey practise to display 
Their disciphne on festal day. 

Then down went helm and lance, 
Down were the eagle banners sent, 
Down reeling steeds and riders went, 
Corslets were pierced, and pennons rent ; 

And, to augment the fray. 
Wheeled full against their staggering flanks, 
The English horsemen's foaming ranks 

Forced their resistless way. 
Then to the musket-knell succeeds 
The clash of swords — the neigh of steeds — 
As plies the smith his clanging trade. 
Against the cuirass rang the blade ; 
And while amid their close array 
The well-served cannon rent their way, 
And while amid their scattered band 
Kaged the fierce rider's bloody brand, 
Recoiled in common rout and fear. 
Lancer and guard and cuirassier. 
Horsemen and foot — a mingled host, 
Their leaders fallen, their standards lost 

V 

xin. 

Then, Wellington ! thy piercing eye 
This crisis caught of destiny — 

The British host had stood 
That morn 'gainst charge of sword and lance 
As their own ocean-rocks hold stance, 
But when thy voice had said, " Advance I ** 

They were their ocean's flood. — 
O Thou, whose inauspicious aim 
Hath wrought thy host this hour of shame, 
Think'st thou thy broken bands will bide 
The terrors of yon rushing tide ? 
Or will thy chosen brook to feel 
The British shock of levelled steel. 

Or dost thou turn tliine eye 
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Where coming squadrons gleam afar, 
And fresher thunders wake the war, 

And other standards fly ? — 
Think not that in yon columns, file 
Thy conquering troops from distant Dyle — 

Is Blucher yet unknown ? 
Or dwells not in thy memory still, 
(Heard frequent in thine hour of ill,^ 
What notes of hate and vengeance tnrill 

In Prussia's trumpet tone ? — 
What yet remains ? — shall it be thine 
To head the relics of thy line 

In one dread effort more ? — 
The Roman lore thy leisure loved. 
And thou canst tell what fortune proved 

That Chieftain, who, of yore, 
Ambition's dizzy paths essayed, 
And with the gladiators* aid 

For empire enterprised — 
He stood the cast his rashness played. 
Left not the victims he had made. 
Dug his red grave with his own blade, 
And on the field he lost was laid. 

Abhorred — but not despised. 

XIV. 

But if revolves thy fainter thought 
On safety — howsoever bought, — 
Then turn thy fearful rein and ride. 
Though twice ten thousand men have died 

On this eventful day. 
To gild the military fame 
Which thou, for life, in traflic tame 

Wilt barter thus away. 
Shall future ages tell this tale 
Of inconsistence faint and frail V 
And art thou He of Lodi*s bridge, 
Marengo's field, and Wagram's rid_ 

Or is thy soul like mountain-tid 
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That, swelled by winter storm and shower, 
Bolls down in turbulence of power, 

A torrent fierce and wide ; 
Reft of these aids, a rill obscure. 
Shrinking unnoticed, mean and poor. 

Whose channel shows displayed 
The wrecks of its impetuous course, 
But not one symptom of the force 

By which these wrecks were made ! 



Spur on thy way ! — since now thine ear 
Has brooked thy veterans' wish to hear. 

Who, as thy flight they eyed. 
Exclaimed, — while tears of anguish came. 
Wrung forth by pride, and rage, and shame, - 

" O that he had but died ! " 
But yet, to sum this hour of ill. 
Look, ere thou leavest the fatal hill. 

Back on yon broken ranks — 
Upon whose wild confusion gleams 
The moon, as on the troubled streams 

When rivers break their banks. 
And, to the ruined peasant's eye. 
Objects half seen roll swiftly by, 

Down the dread current hurled — 
So mingle banner, wain, and gun. 
Where the tumultuous flight rolls on 
Of warriors, who, when morn begun, 

Defied a banded world. 

XVI. 

List — fi'equent to the hurrying rout, 
The stern pursuers' vengeful shout 
Tells, that upon their broken rear 
Rages the Prussian's bloody spear. 
So fell a shriek was none. 
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When Beresina's icy flood 
Reddened and thawed with flame and blood, 
And, pressing on thy desperate way, 
Raisea oft and long their wild hurra. 

The children of the Don. 
Thine ear i^o yell of horror cleft 
So ominous, when, all bereft 
Of aid, the valiant Polack left — 
Ay, left by thee — found soldier's grave 
In Leipsic's corpse-encumbered wave. 
Fate, in those various perils past. 
Reserved thee still some future cast : 
On the dread die thou now hast thrown. 
Hangs not a single field alone. 
Nor one campaign — thy martial fame. 
Thy empire, dynasty, and name, 

Have felt the final stroke ; 
And now, o'er thy devoted head 
The last stern vial's wrath is shed. 

The last dread seal is broke. 



Since live thou wilt — refuse not now 
Before these demagogues to bow, 
Late objects of thy scorn and hate. 
Who shall thy once imperial fate 
Make wordy theme of vain debate — 
Or shall we say, thou stoop'st less low 
In seeking refuge from the foe, 
Against whose heart, in prosperous life. 
Thine hand hath ever held the knife ? 

Such homage hath been paid 
By Roman and by Grecian voice, 
And there were honor in the choice, 

If it were freely made. 
Then safely come — in one so low, — 
So lost, — we cannot own a foe ; 
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Though dear experience bid us end, 
In thee we ne'er can hail a friend. — 
Come, howsoe'er — but do not hide 
Close in thy heart that jjenn of pride, 
Ere while, by drifted bard espied, 

That " yet imperial hope ; " 
Think not that for a fresh rebound, 
To raise ambition from the ground, 

We yield thee means or scope. 
In safety come — but ne'er a^ain 
Hold type of independent reign ; 

No islet calls thee lord, 
We leave thee no confederate band. 
No symbol of thy lost command. 
To be a dagger in the hand 

From which we wrenched the sword. 



Yet, even in yon sequestered spot. 
May worthier conquest be thy lot 

Than yet thy life has known ; 
Conquest, unbought by blood or harm, 
That needs nor forei^i aid nor arm, 

A triumph all thme own. 
Such waits thee when thou shalt control 
Those passions wild, that stubborn soul. 

That marred tliy prosperous scene : — 
Hear this — from no uumoved heart. 
Which sighs, comparing what thou art 

With what thou might'st have been ! 

XIX. 

Thou, too, whose deeds of fame renewed 

Bankrupt a nation's gratitude. 

To thine own noble heart must owe 

More than the meed she can bestow. 

For not a people's just acclaim, 

Not the full hail of Europe's fame, 
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Thy Prince's smiles, thy State's decree, 
The ducal rank, the gartered knee. 
Not these such pure delight afford 
As that, when hanmng up thy sword. 
Well may'st thou thinK, " This honest steel 
Was ever drawn for public weal ; 
And, such was rightful Heaven's decree, 
Ne'er sheathed unless with victory ! " 

XX. 

Look forth, once more, with softened heart, 
Ere firom the field of fame we part ; 
Triumph and Sorrow border near, 
And joy ofl melts into a tear. 
Alas I what links of love that mom 
Has War's rude hand asunder torn ! 
For ne'er was field so sternly fought. 
And ne'er was conquest dearer bought 
Here piled in common slaughter sleep 
Those whom affection long shall weep : 
Here rests the sire, that ne'er shall strain 
His orphans to his heart a^ain ; 
The son, whom, on his native shore, 
The parent's voice shall bless no more ; 
The bridegroom, who has hardly pressed 
His blushing consort to his breast ; 
The husband, whom through many a year 
Long love and mutual faith endear. 
Thou canst not name one tender tie, 
, But here dissolved its relics lie I 
O ! when thou sees't some mourner's veil 
Shroud her thin form and visage pale. 
Or mark'st the Matron's bursting tears 
Stream when the stricken drum she hears ; 
Or see'st how manlier grief, suppressed. 
Is laboring in a father's breast, — 
With no inquiry vain pursue 
The cause, but think on Waterloo I 
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Period of honor as of woes, 

What bright careers 'twas thine to close ! — 

Marked on thy roll of blood what names 

To Briton*s memory, and to Fame's, 

Laid there their last immortal claims ! 

Thou saw*st in seas of gore expire 

Redoubted Picton's soul of fire — 

Saw'st in the mingled carnage lie 

All that of Ponsonoy could die — 

De Lancey change Love's bridal-wreath, 

For laurels from the hand of Death — ^ 

Saw'st gallant Miller's ^ failing eye 

Still bent where Albion's banners fly, 

And Cameron,^ in the shock of steel, 

Die like the offspring of Lochiel ; 

And generous Gordon,* mid the strife. 

Fall while he watched his leader's life ; 

Ah I though her guardian angel's shield 

Fenced Britain's hero through the field, 

Fate not the less her power made known, 

Through his friends' hearts to pierce his own ! 



1 The Poet^s friend, Colonel Sir William I>e Lancey, married 
the beautiful daughter of Sir James Hall, Bart., in April, 1815, 
and received his mortal wound on the 18th of Jane. See Captain 
B. Hall's affectiog narrative in the first series of his *' Fragments 
of Voyages and Travels," vol. ii. p. 369- 

2 Colonel Miller, of the Guards — son to Sir William Miller, 
Lord Olenlee. When mortally wounded in the attack on the 
Bois de Bossu, he desired to see the colors of the regiment once 
more ere he died They were waved over his head, and the ex- 
piring officer declared himself satisfied. 

8 " Colonel Cameron, of Fassiefbrn, so often distinguished in 
Lord Wellington's despatches from Spain, fell in the action at 
Quatre Bras, (16th June, 1815,) while leading the 92d or Gordon 
Highlanders, to charge a body of cavalry, supported by in- 
fantry." — PaiWs Letters, p. 91. 

* Colonel the Honorable Sir Alexander Gordon, brother to the 
Earl of Aberdeen, who has erected a pillar ou the spot where he 
fell by the side of the Duke of WelUngton. 
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Forgive, brave Dead, the imperfect lay ! 
Who may your names, your numbers, say ? 
What high-strung harp, what lofty line, 
To each the dear-earned praise assign, 
From high-born chiefs of martial fame 
To the poor soldier's lowlier name ? 
Lightly ye rose that dawning day. 
From your cold couch of swamp and clay, 
To fill, before the sun was low, 
The bed that morning cannot know. — 
Oft may the tear the green sod steep. 
And sacred be the heroes* sleep. 

Till time shall cease to run ; 
And ne*er beside their noble grave, 
May Briton pass and fail to crave 
A blessing on the fallen brave 

Who fought with Wellington ! 



XXIII. 

Farewell, sad Field ! whose blighted face 
Wears desolation's withering trace ; 
Long shall my memory retain 
Thy shattered huts and trampled grain. 
With every mark of martial wrong, 
That scathe thy towers, fair Hougomont I 
Yet through thy garden's green arcade 
The marksman's fatal post was made. 
Though on thy shattered beeches fell 
The blended rage of shot and shell. 
Though from thv blackened portals torn, 
Their fall thy blighted fruit-trees mourn, 
Has not such havoc bought a name 
Lnmortal in the rolls of fame ? 
Yes — AgincourtTnay be forgot. 
And Cressy be an unknown spot. 
And Blenheim's name be new ; 
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But still in story and in song, 
For many an age remembered long, 
Shall live the towers of Hougomont, 
And Field of Waterloo. 



CONCLUSION. 

Stern tide of human Time ! that know'st not rest. 
But, sweeping from the cradle to the tomb, 
Bearest ever downward on thy dusky breast 
Successive generations to their doom ; 
While thy capacious stream has equal room 
For the gay bark where Pleasure's streamers 

sport. 
And tor the prison-ship of guilt and gloom, 
The fisher sluff, and barge that bears a court, 
Still wafting onward all to one dark silent port ; — 

Stern tide of Time I through what mysterious 

change 
Of hope and fear have our frail barks been 

dnven ! 
For ne'er, before, vicissitude so strange 
Was to one race of Adam's offspring given. 
And sure such varied change of sea and heaven, 
Such unexpected bursts of joy and woe, 
Such fearful strife as that where we have striven, 
Succeeding ages ne'er s^ain shall know, 
Until the awSil term when Thou shalt cease to 

flow! 

Well hiast thou stood, my Country I — the brave 

fight 
Hast well maintained through good report and ill ; 

Digitized by G^OQIc 



THE FIELD OF WATERLOO. 61 

In thy just cause and in thy native might, 
And in Heaven's grace and justice constant still ; 
Whether the banded prowess, strength, and skill 
Of half the world against thee stood arrayed, 
Or when, with better views and freer will. 
Beside thee Europe's noblest drew the blade. 
Each emulous in arms the Ocean Queen to aid. 

Well art thou now repaid — though slowly rose. 
And struggled long with mists thy blaze of fame,^ 
While like the dawn that in the orient glows 
On the broad wave its earlier lustre came ; 
Then eastern Egypt saw the growing flame, 
And Maida's myrtles gleamed beneath its ray. 
Where first the soldier, stung with generous shame, 
Bivalled the heroes of the watVy way. 
And washed in foemen's gore unjust reproach 
away. 

Now, Island Empress, wave thy crest on high, 
And bid the banner of thy Patron flow. 
Gallant Saint George, the flower of Chivalry, 
For thou hast faced, like him, a dragon foe, 
And rescued innocence from overthrow. 
And trampled down, like him, tj-rannic might. 
And to the gazing world mayst proudly show 
The chosen emblem of thy sainted Knight, 
Who quelled devouring pride, and vindicated 
right 

Yet *mid the confidence of just renown. 

Renown dear-bought, but dearest thus acquired, 

Write, Britain, write the moral lesson down ; 

'Tis not alone the heart with valor fired. 

The discipline so dreaded and admired. 

In many a field of bloody conquest known ; 

— Such may by fame be lured, ty gold be hired — 

'T is constancy in the good cause alone, 

Best justifies the meed thy valiant sons have won. 
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INTRODUCTION TO GLENFINLAS. 

The simple tradition, upon which the following stwazas 
are founded, runs thus : While two Highland hunters were 
passing the night in a solitary boihy^ (a hut, built for the 
purpose of hunting,) and making merry over their venison 
and whiskey, one of them expressed a wish that they had 
pretty lasses to complete their party. The words were 
scarcelv uttered, when two beautiful young women, 
habited in green, entered the hut, dancing and singing. 
One of the hunters was seduced by the siren who attached 
herself particularly to him, to leave the hut: the other 
remained, and, suspicious of the fair seducers, continued 
to plav upon a trump, or Jew's harp, some strain, conse- 
crated to the Virgin Mary. Day at length came, and the 
temptress vanished. Searching in the forest, lie found 
the bones of his unfortunate friend, who had been torn 
to pieces and devoured by the fiend into whose toils he 
had faUen. The place was from thence called the Glen 
of the Green Women. 

Gleafinlas is a tract of forest-ground, lying in the High- 
lands of Perthshire, not far from Callender in Menteith. 
It was formerly a royal forest, and now belongs to the 
Earl of Moray. This country, as well as the adjacent 
district of Balquidder, was, in times of yore, chiefly in- 
habited by the Macgregors. To the west of the Forest 
of Glenfinlas lies Loch Katrine, and its romantic avenue, 
called the Trosachs. Benledi, Benmore, and Benvoirlich, 
are mountains in the same district, and at no great dis- 
tance from Glenfinlas. The river Teith passes Callender 
and the Castle of Doune, and joins the Forth near Ster- 
ling. The pass of Lenny is immediately above Callender, 
and is the principal access to the Highlands, from that 
town. Glenartney is a forest, near Benvoirlich. The 
whole forms a sublime tract of Alpine scenery. 

This ballad first appeared in the Tales of Wonder, 

(64) 



d by Google 



GLENFINLAS ; 

OB, LORD RONALD'S CORONACH.^ 

" For them the Tiewleas forms of air obey, 

Their bidding heed, and at thoir beck repair ; 
They know what spirit brews the stormAii day, 
And heartless oft, like moody madness stare. 
To see the phantom-train their secret work prepare.'' 

CoUim, 

" O HONE a rie* ! O hone a rie* I '* * 

The pride of Albin's line is o*er, 
And fallen GlenartneV's stateliest tree ; 

We ne'er shall see Lord Ronald more ! " — 

O, sprung from great Macgillianore, 
The chief that never feared a foe, 

How matchless was thy broad claymore, 
How deadly thine unerring bow ! . 

Well can the Saxon widows tell,' 

How, on the Teith's resounding shore, 

The boldest Lowland warriors fell, 
As down from Lenny's pass you bore. 

But o'er his hills in festal day, 

How blazed Lord Ronald's beltane tree, 

1 Coronach is the lamentation for a deceased warrior, sung 

by the aged of the clan. 
* O hone a rie^ signifies — " Alas for the prince or chief." 
s The term Sassenach, or Saxon, is applied by the Highlanders 

to their Low Country neighbors. ^ ^ ,.^^^ ^^ GooqIc 
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Wliile youths and maids the light strathspey 
So nimbly danced with Highland glee 1 

Cheered by the strength of Ronald's shell, 
E'en age forgot his tresses hoar ; 

But now the loud lament we swell, 
O ne'er to see Lord Ronald more ! 

From distant isles a chieftain came, 
The joys of Ronald's halls to find, 

And chase with him the dark brown c^ame, 
That bounds o'er Albin's hills of wind. 

*Twas Moy ; whom in Columba's isle 
The seer's prophetic spirit found, 

As, with a minstrel's fire the while. 

He waked his harp's harmonious sound. 

Full many a spell to him was known, 
Which wandering spirits shrink to hear ; 

And many a lay of potent tone. 
Was never meant for mortal ear. 

For there, 'tis said, in mystic mood. 
High converse with the dead they hold, 

And oft espy the fatal shroud, 

That shall the future corpse enfold. 

O so it fell, that on a day. 

To rouse the red deer from their den, 
The Chiefs have ta'en their distant way, 

And scoured the deep Glenfinlas glen. 

H^o vassals wait their sports to aid. 

To watch their safety, deck their board ; 

Their simple dress, the Highland plaid, 
Their trusty guard, the Highland sword. 
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Three summer Says, through brake and dell, 
Their whistling shafts successful flew ; 

And still, when dewy evening fell, 
The quarry to their hut they drew. 

In^ay Glenfinlas' deepest nook 

The solitary cabin stood. 
Fast by Moneira's sullen brook. 

Which murmurs through that lonely wood. 

Soft fell the night, the sky was calm, 
When three successive days had flown ; 

And summer mists in dewy balm 

Steeped heathy bank, and mossy stone. 

The moon, half-hid in silvery flakes, 

Afar her dubious i'adiance shed. 
Quivering on Katrine's distant lakes. 

And resting on Benledi's head. 

Now in their hut, in social guise, 
Their sylvan fare the Chiefs enjoy : 

And pleasure laughs in Ronald's eyes. 
As many a pledge he quafls to Moy. 



** What lack we here to crown our 1 
While thus the pulse of joy beats high ? 

"What, but fair woman's yielding kiss, 
Her panting breath and melting eye ? 

" To chase the deer of yonder shades, 
This morning left their father's pile 

The fairest of our mountain maids. 
The daughters of the proud Glengyle. 

" Long have I sought sweet Mary's heart. 
And dropped the tear, and heaved the sigh : 

But vain the lover's wily art, 
Beneath a sister's watchful eye. 
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" But thou mayst teach that guardian lair, 
While far with Mary I am flown, 

Of other hearts to cease her care, 
And find it hard to guard her own. 

" Touch but thy harp, thou soon shalt see 

The lovely Flora of Glengyle, 
Unmindful of her charge and me. 

Hang on thy notes 'twixt tear and smile. 

" Or, if she choose a melting tale. 

All underneath the greenwood bough, 

Will good St Oran*s rule prevail. 

Stern huntsman of the rigid brow ? ** — 

" Since Enriok's fight, since Morna*s death, 
No more on me shall rapture rise, . 

Responsive to the panting breath. 
Or yielding kiss, or melting eyes. 

" E'en then, when o*er the heath of woe. 
Where sunk my hopes of love and fame, 

I bade my harp's wild wailings flow, 
On me the Seer's sad spirit came. 

" The last dread curse of angry heaven. 
With ghastly sights and sounds of woe. 

To dash each glimpse of joy was given — 
The gift the future ill to know. 

" The bark thou saw'st, yon summer mom. 

So gaily part from Oban's bay. 
My eye beheld her dashed and torn, 

Far on the rocky Colonsay. 

" Thy Fergus too — thy sister's son. 

Thou saw'st, with pride, the gallant's power, 
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As marching 'gainst the Lord of Bowne, 
He left the skirts of huge Benmore. 

" Thou only saw*st their tartans * wave, 
As down Benvoirlich's side they wound, 

Heard'st but the pibroch,* answering brave 
To many a target clanking round. 

*' I heard the groans, I marked the tears, 

I saw the wound his bosom bore. 
When on the serried Saxon spears 

He poured his clan's resistless roar. 

" And thou, who bidst me think of bHss, 
And bidst my heart awake to glee, 

And court, like thee, the wanton kiss — 
That heart, O Ronald, bleeds for thee ! 

" I see the death-damps chill thy brow ; 

I hear the Warning Spirit cry ; 
The corpse-lights dance — they're gone, and 
now . . . 

No more is given to gifted eye ! ** 

" Alone enjoy thy drearjr dreams, 

Sad prophet of the evil hour ! 
Say, should we scorn joy's transient beams, 

Because to-morrow's storm may lour ? 

" Or false, or sooth, thy words of woe, 
Clangillian's Chieftain ne'er shall fear ; 

His blood shall bound at rapture's glow, 
Though doomed to stain the Saxon spear. 

1 Tartans — The fall Highland dress, made of chequered stuff 
•0 termed, 
s Pibroch— A piece of martial music, adapted to the Highland 
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" E'en now, to meet me in yon dell, 
My Mary's buskins brush the dew.** 

He spoke, nor bade the Chief farewell, 
But called his dogs, and gay withdrew. 

Within an hour returned each hound ; 

In rushed the rousers of the deer ; 
They howled in melancholy sound. 

Then closely couched beside the Seer. 

No Konald yet ; though midnight came, 
And sad were Moy's prophetic dreams. 

As, bending o'er the dying flame, 
He fed the watch-fire's quivering gleams. 

Sudden the hounds erect their ears. 
And sudden cease their moaning howl ; 

Close pressed to Moy, they mark their fears 
By shivering limbs and stifled growl. 

Untouched, the harp began to ring. 
As softly, slowly, oped the door ; 

And shook responsive every strine. 
As light a footstep pressed the floor. 

Ajid by the watch-fire's glimmering light. 
Close by the minstrel's side was seen 

An huntress maid, in beauty bright. 
All dropping wet her robes of green. 

All dropping wet her garments seem : 
Chilled was her cheek, her bosom bare. 

As, bending o'er the dying gleam, 

She wrung the moisture from her hair. 

With maiden blush, she softly said, 
" O gentle huntsman, hast thou seen. 

In deep Glenfinlas' moonlight glade, 
A lovely maid in vest of trreen ^- t 
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" With her a Chief in Highland pride ; 

His shoulders bear the hunter's bow, 
The mountain dirk adorns his side, 

Far on the wind his tartans flow ? ** — 

" And who art thou ? and who are they ? ** 

All ghastly gazing, Moy replied : 
" And why, beneath the moon's pale ray. 

Dare ye thus roam Glenfinlas* side ? " — 

" Where wild Loch Katrine pours her tide, , 

Blue, dark, and deep, round many an isle, 

Our father's towers o'erhang her side. 
The castle of the bold Glengyle. 

" To chase the dun Glenfinlas deer. 

Our woodland course this morn we bore. 

And haply met, while wandering here. 
The son of great Macgillianore. 

" O aid me, then, to seek the pair. 
Whom, loitering in the woods, I lost : 

Alone, I dare not venture there, 

Where walks, they say, the shrieking ghost** 

" Yes, many a shrieking ghost walks there ; 

Then, first, my own sad vow to keep. 
Here will I pour my midnight prayer. 

Which still must rise when mortals sleep.** — 

" O first, for pity's gentle sake. 

Guide a lone wanderer on her way ! 

For I must cross the haunted brake. 

And reach my father's towers ere day." — 

«* First, three times tell each Ave-bead, 

And thrice a Pater-noster say ; 
Then kiss with me the holy rede ; 

So shall we safely wend our way." — 
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" O shame to knighthood, strange and foul I 
Go, doff the bonnet from thy brow, 

And shroud thee in the monkish cowl, 
Which best befits thy sullen vow. 

" Not so, by high Dunlathmon*s fire, 
Thy heart was froze to love and joy, 

When gaily rung thy raptured lyre 
To wanton Morna's melting eye." 

Wild stared the minstreFs eyes of flame, 
And hi^h his sable locks arose. 

And quick his color went and came. 
As fear and rage alternate rose. 

** And thou ! when by the blazing oak 
I lay, to her and love resigned, 

Say, rode ye on the eddying smoke, 
Or sailed ye on the midnight wind ? 

" Not thine a race of mortal blood, 
Nor old Glengyle's pretended Une ; 

Thy dame, the Lady of the Flood — 
Thy sire, the Monarch of tlie Mine." 

He muttered thrice St. Oran's rhyme, 
And thrice St. Fillan's powerful prayer ; 

Then turned him to the eastern clime. 
And sternly shook his coal-black hair. 

And, bending o*er his harp, he flung 
His wildest witch-notes on the wind ; 

And loud, and high, and strange, they rung, 
As many a magic change they find. 

Tall waxed the Spirit's altering form. 
Till to the roof her stature grew ; 

Then, minglin«: with the rising storm. 
With one wild yell away she flew. 
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Kain beats, hail rattles, whirlwinds tear : 
The slender hut in fragments flew ; 

But not a lock of Moy's loose hair 
Was waved by wind, or wet by dew. 

Wild mingling with the howling gale, 
Loud bursts of ghastly laughter rise ; 

High o*er the minstrePs head they sail, 
And die amid the northern skies. 

The voice of thunder shook the wood. 
As ceased the more than mortal veil ; 

And, spattering foul, a shower of blood 
Upon the hissing firebrands fell. 

Next dropped from high a mangled arm ; 

The fingers strained an half-drawn blade : 
And last, the life-blood streaming warm, 

Tom from the trunk, a gasping head. 

Oft o'er that head, in battling field. 

Streamed the proud crest of high Benmore ; 

That arm the broad claymore could wield, 
Which dyed the Teith with Saxon gore. 

Woe to Moneira's sullen rills ! 

Woe to Glenfinlas* dreary elen ! 
There never son of Albin's hills 

Shall draw the hunter's shaft agen I 

E'en the tired pilgrim's burning feet 
At jioon shall shun that sheltering den. 

Lest, journeying in their rage, he meet 
The wayward Ladies of the Glen. 

And we — behind the Chieftain's shield. 

No more shall we in safety dwell ; 
None leads the people to the field — 

And we the loud lament must swelL 
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O hone a rie' ! O hone a rie* ! 

The pride of Albin*s line is o'er ! 
And faU*n Glenartney's stateliest tree ; 

We ne'er shall see Lord Ronald more ! 



THE EVE OF SAINT JOHN. 

The Baron of Smaylho'me rose with day, 

He spurred his courser on, 
Without stop or stay, down the rocky way, 

That leads to Brotherstone. 

He went not with the bold Buccleuch 

His banner broad to rear ; 
He went not 'gainst the English yew, 

To lift the Scottish spear. 

Yet his plate-jack * was braced, and his helmet was 
laced, 

And his vaunt-brace of proof he wore ; 
At his saddle gerthe was a good steel sperthe. 

Full ten pound weight and more. 

The Baron returned in three days space. 

And his looks were sad and sour ; 
And weary was his courser's pace. 

As he reached his rocky tower. 

He came not from where Ancram Moor 
Ran red with English blood ; 

1 The plate-jack is coat-armor; the vaant-hrace, or wam- 
^Tace, armor for the body ; the sperthe, a battle-axe. 
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Where the Douglas true and the bold Buccleuch, 
'Gainst keen Lord Evers stood. 

Yet was his helmet hacked and hewed, 

His acton pierced and tore, 
His axe and nis dagger with blood imbrued, — 

But it was not English gore. 

He lighted at the Chapella^e, 

He held him close and still ; 
And he whistled thrice for his little foot-page, 

His name was English Will. 

" Come thou hither, my little footrpage, 

Come hither to my knee ; 
Though thou art young, and tender of age, 

I tmnk thou art true to me. 

'* Come, tell me all that thou hast seen, 

And look thou tell me true I 
Since I from Smaylho'me tower have been. 

What did thy lady do ? '* — 

" My lady, each night, sought the lonely light, 

That bums on the wild Watchfold ; 
For, from height to height, the beacons bright 

Of the English foemen told. 

" The bittern clamored from the moss. 

The wind blew loud and shrill ; 
Yet the craggy pathway she did cross 

To the eiry Beacon Hill. 

" I watched her steps, and silent came 

Where she sat her on a stone ; — 
No watchman stood by the dreary flame. 

It burned all alone. 
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" The second night I kept her in sight, 

Till to the fire she came, 
And, by Mary's might ! an Armed Knight 

Stood by the lonely flame. 

"And many a word that warUke lord 

Did speak to my lady there ; 
But the rain fell fast, and loud blew the blast, 

And I heard not what they were. 

" The third night there the sky was fair, 

And the mountain-blast was still. 
As again I watched the secret pair. 

On the lonesome Beacon Hill. 

" And I heard her name the midnight hour. 

And name this holy eve ; 
And say, * Come this night to thy lady's bower ; 

Ask no bold Baron's leave. 

" * He lifts his spear with the bold Buccleuch ; 

His lady is all alone ; 
The door she '11 undo, to her knight so true. 

On the eve of good St John.* — 

" * I cannot come ; I must not come ; 

I dare not come to thee ; 
On the eve of St. John I must wander alone ; 

In thy bower I may not be.' — 

" * Now, out on thee, fainthearted knight ! 

Thou shouldst not say me nay ; 
For the eve is sweet, and when lovers meet. 

Is worth the whole sununer's day. 

" * And I '11 chain the blood-hound, and the warder 

shall not sound. 
And rushes shall be strewed on the stair : t 
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So, by the black rood-stone,' and by holy St. John, 
I conjure thee, my love, to be there ! * — 

" * Though the blood-hound be mute, and the rush 
beneath my foot, 
And the warder his bugle should not blow, 
Yet there sleepeth a priest in the chamber to the 
east, 
And my footstep he would know.* — 

" * O fear not the priest, who sleepeth to the east ! 

For to Dryburgh the way he has ta'en ; 
And there to say mass, till three days do pass, 

For the soul of a knight that is slayne.* — 

" He turned him around, and grimly he frowned ; 

Then he laughed right scornfiilly — [knight, 
*He who says the mass-rite for the soul of that 

May as well say mass for me : 

" * At the lone midnight hour, when bad spirits have 
power. 

In thy chamber will I be.* — 
With that he was gone, and my lady left alone, 

And no more did I see." 

Then changed, I trow, was that bold Baron's brow, 
From the dark to the blood-red high. [seen, 

"Now, tell me the mien of the knight thou hast 
For, by Mary, he shall die I " — 

"His arms shone full bright, in the beacon's red 
light; 

His plume it was scarlet and blue ; 
On his shield was a hound, in a silver leash bound, 

And his crest was a branch of the yew." — 

1 The black-rood of Melrose was a crucifix of black marble, and 
of superior sanctity. r^ _t^ 
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" Thou liest, thou liest, thou little foot-page, 

Loud dost thou lie to me ! 
For that knight is cold, and low laid in the mould, 

All under the Eildon-tree." — 

** Yet hear but my word, my noble lord ! 

For I heard her name his name ; 
And that lady bright, she called the knight 

Sir Richaiti of Coldinghame." — 

The bold Baron's brow then changed, I trow, 

From high blood- red to pale — 
" The grave is deep and dark — and the corpse b 
stiff and stark — 

So I may not trust thy tale. 

" Where fair Tweed flows round holy Melrose, 

And Eildon slopes to the plain, 
Full three nights ago, by some secret foe, 

That gay gallant was slain. 

" The varying light deceived thy sight. 
And the wild winds drowned the name ; 

For the Drvburgh bells ring, and the white monks 
do smg. 
For Sir Richard of Coldinghame ! " 

He passed the court-gate, and he oped the tower- 
gate, 
And ne mounted the narrow stair. 
To the bartizan-seat, where, with maids that on her 
wait. 
He found his lady fair. 

That lady sat in mournful mood ; 

Looked over hill and vale ; 
Over Tweed's fair flood, and Mertoun's wood. 

And all down Teviotdale. 
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" Now hail, now hail, thou lady bright I *' — 

" Now hail, thou Baron true I 
What news, what news, from Ancram fight ? 

What news from the bold Buccleuch ? " — 

** The Ancram Moor is red with gore, 

For many a southron fell ; 
And Buccleuch has charged us, evermore, 

To watch our- beacons well.** — 

The lady blushed red, but nothing she said : 

Nor added the Baron a word : 
Then she stepped down the stair to her chamber 
fair. 

And so did her moody lord. 

In sleep the lady mourned, and the Baron tossed 
and turned. 
And oft to himself he said, — 
** The worms around him creep, and his bloody 

grave is deep 

It cannot give up the dead ! ** — 

It was near the ringing of matin-bell, 

The night was wellnigh done. 
When a heavy sleep on that Baron fell. 

On the eve of good St. John. 

The lady looked through the chamber fair, 

By the light of a dying flame ; 
And she was aware of a knight stood there — 

Sir Richard of Coidinghame ! 

" Alas ! away, awaj^ ! " she cried, 

" For the holy Virgin's sake ! " — 
** Lady, I know who sleeps by thy side ; 

But, lady, he will not awake. 
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" By Eildon-tree, for long nights three, 

In bloody grave have I lain ; 
The mass and the death-prayer are said for me, 

But, lady, they are said in vain. 

<< By the Baron's brand, near Tweed's ^r strand. 

Most foully slain, I fell ; 
And my restless sprite on the beacon's height, 

For a space is doomed to dwell. 

" At our trysting-place, for a certain space, 

I must wander to and fro ; 
But I had not had power to come to thy bower 

Had'st thou not conjured me so." — 

Love mastered fear — her brow she crossed ; 

" How, Richard, hast thou sped ? 
And art thou saved, or art thou lost ? ** — 

The vision shook his head I 

" Who spilleth life, shall forfeit life ; 

So bid thy lord believe : 
That lawless love is guilt above, 

Thb awful sign receive." 

He laid his left palm on an oaken beam. 

His right upon her hand ; 
The lady shrunk, and fainting sunk. 

For it scorched like a fiery brand. 

The sable score, of fingers four, 

Bemains on that board impressed ; 
And for evermore that lady wore 

A covering on her wrist 

There is a nun in Dirburgh bower, 

Ne'er looks upon the sun : 
There is a monk in Melrose tower. 

He speaketh word to none. 
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That nun, who ne'er beholds the day, 
That monk, who speaks to none — 

That nun was Smaylho'me's Lady gay, 
That monk the bold Baron. 



CADYOW CASTLE. 

ADDRESSED TO THE BIGHT HONORABLE LADT AHNI 
HAMILTON. 

When princely Hamilton's abode 
Ennooled Cadyow's Gothic towers, 

The song went round, the coblet flowed. 
And revel sped the laughing hours. 

Then, thrilling to the harp's gay sound. 
So sweetly rung each vaulted wall. 

And echoed light the dancer's bound, 
As mirth and music cheered the hall. 

But Cadyow's towers, in ruins laid. 

And vaults, by ivy mantled o'er. 
Thrill to the music of the shade. 

Or echo Evan's hoarser roar. 

Yet still, of Cadyow's faded fame. 

You bid me tell a minstrel tale, 
Ajid tune my harp, of Border fi^ame. 

On the wild banks of Evandale. 

For thou, from scenes of courtly pride. 
From pleasure's lighter scenes, canst turn. 

To draw oblivion's pall aside, 
And mark the long-forgotten urn. 
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Then, noble maid ! at thy command, 
Again the crumbled halls shall rise ; 

Lo ! as on Evan's banks we stand, 
The past returns — the present flies. 

Where, with the rock's wood-covered side. 
Were blended late the ruins green. 

Rise turrets in fantastic pride, 
And feudal banners flaunt between : 

Where the rude torrent's brawling course 
Was shagged with thorn and tangling sloe, 

The ashler buttress braves its force. 
And ramparts frown in battled row. 

'Tis night — the shade of keep and spire 
Obscurely dance on Evan's stream ; 

And on the wave the warder's fire 
Is chequering the moonlight beam. 

Fades slow their liffht ; the east is gray ; 

The weary warder leaves his tower ; 
Steeds snort ; uncoupled stag-hounds bay. 

And merry hunters quit the bower. 

The drawbridge falb — they hurry out — 
Clatters each plank and swinging chain, 

As, dashing o'er, the jovial rout 
Urge the shy steed, and slack the rein. 

First of his troop, the Chief rode on ; * 
His shouting merry-men throng belund ; 

The steed of princelv Hs^milton 

Was fleeter than the mountain wind. 

1 The head of the fiunily of Hamilton, at this period, waf 
Jamee, Barl of Arran, Duke of Chatelherault, ia France, and 
first peer of the •Scottish reahn. In 1569, he was appointed by 
Queen Mary her lieutenant-general in Scotland, under the aiii- 
gulor title of her adopted fother. 
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From the thick copse the roebucks bound, 
The startled red-deer scuds the plain, 

For the hoarse bugle's warrior-sound 
Has roused their mountain haunts again. 

Through the huge oaks of Evandale, 

Whose limbs a thousand years have worn, 

What sullen roar comes down the gale, 
And drowns the hunter's pealing horn ? 

Mightiest of all the beasts of chase. 

That roam in woody Caledon, 
Crashing the forest in his race, 

The Mountain Bull comes thundering on. 

Fierce, on the hunter's quivered band, 

He rolls his eyes of swarthy glow, 
Spurns, with black hoof and horn, the sand, 

And tosses high his mane of snow. 

Aimed well, the Chieflain's lance has flown ; 

Struggling in blood the savage lies ; 
His roar is sunk in hollow groan — 

Sound, merry huntsmen! sound the pryse ! 

'Tis noon — against the knotted oak 

The hunters rest the idle spear ; 
Curls through the trees the slender smoke. 

Where yeomen dight the woodland cheer. 

Proudly the Chieftain marked his clan. 
On greenwood lap all careless thrown, 

Yet missed his eye the boldest man 
That bore the name of Hamilton. 

" Why fills not Bothwellhaugh his place, 
StiU wont our weal and woe to share ? 

Why comes he not our sport to grace ? 
Why shares he not our hunter's fare ? " — 
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Stern Claud replied, with darkening face, 
(Gray Paisley's haughty lord was he,) 

" At merry feast, our buxom chase. 
No more the warrior wilt thou see. 

** Few suns have set since Woodhouselee 
Saw Bothwellhaugh's briorht goblets foam, 

When to his hearths, in social glee. 

The war-worn soldier turned him home. 

" There, wan from her maternal throes, 

His Margaret, beautiful and mild, 
Sate in her bower, a pallid rose, 

And peaceful nursed her new-bom child. 

" O change accursed I past are those days ; 

False Murray's ruthless spoilers came. 
And, for the hearth's domestic blaze. 

Ascends destruction's volumed flame. 

" What sheeted phantom wanders wild, 

Where mountain Eske through woodland flows, 

Her arms enfold a shadowy chfld — 
Oh ! is it she, the paUid rose ? 

" The wildered traveller sees her glide, 
And hears her feeble voice with awe — 

* Revenge,' she cries, * on Murray's pride I 
And woe for injured Bothwellhaugh ! *** 

He ceased — and cries of rage and grief 
Burst mingling from the kindred band. 

And half arose the kindling Chief, 
And half unsheathed his Arran brand. 

But who, o'er bush, o'er stream and rock. 
Bides headlong, with resistless speed. 

Whose bloody poniard's frantic stroke 
Drives to the leap his jaded steed ; 
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Whose cheek is pale, whose eyeballs glare, 
As one some visioned sight that saw, 

Whose hands are bloody, kK>se his hair ? — 
Tis he ! 'tis he ! 'tis Bothwellhaugh. 

From gory selle,* and reeling steed, 

Sprung the fierce horseman with a bound, 

And, reeking from the recent deed. 
He dashed his carbine on the ground. 

Sternly he spoke — " 'Tis sweet to hear 
In good greenwood the bugle blown. 

But sweeter to Revenge's ear, 
To drink a tyrant's dying groan. 

" Your slaughtered quarry proudly trode, 
At dawning mom, o'er dale and down. 

But prouder base-bom Murray rode 
Through old Linlithgow's crowded town. 

" From the wild Border's humbled side, 

In haughty triumph marched he, 
While Knox relaxed his bigot pride. 

And smiled, the traitorous pomp to see. 

" But can stem Power, with all his vaunt. 
Or Pomp, with all her courtly glare. 

The settled heart of Vengeance daunt. 
Or change the purpose of Despair ? 

" With hackbut bent, my secret stand, 
Dark as the purposed deed, I chose, 

And marked, where, mingling in his band. 
Trooped Scottish pikes and English bows. 

"Dark Morton, girt with many a spear, 
Murder's foul minion, led the van ; 

1 SleOe— Saddle. A word used by Spenser, and other ancient 
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And clashed their broadswords in the rear 
The wild Macfarlines' plaided clan. 

" Glencairn and stout Parkhead were nigh, 
Obsequious at their Regent's rein, 

And haggard Lindesay's iron eye, 
That saw fair Mary weep in vain. 

" 'Mid pennoned spears, a steely grove, 
Proud Murray's plumage floated high ; 

Scarce could his trampling charger move, 
So close the minions crowded nigh. 

" From the raised vigor's shade, his eye, 
Dark-rolling, glanced the ranks along, 

And his steel truncheon, waved on high, 
Seemed marshalling the iron throng. 

" But yet his saddened brow confessed 
. A passing shade of doubt and awe ; 

Some fiend was whispering in his breast ; 
* Beware of injured Bothwellhaugh I * 

" The death-shot parts — the charger springs - 
Wild rises tumult's startling roar ! 

And Murray's plumy helmet rings — 
— Rings on the ground, to rise no more. 

" What joy the raptured youth can feel. 
To hear her love the loved one tell — 

Or he, who broaches on his steel 
The wolf, by whom his infant fell 1 

•* But dearer to my injured eye 
To see in dust proud Murray roll ; 

And mine was ten times trebled joy. 
To hear him groan his felon soul. 
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•* My Margaret's spectre glided near ; 

With pride her bleeding victim saw ; 
And shrieked in his death-deafened ear, 

* Remember injured Bothwellhaugh ! ' 

** Then speed thee, noble Chatlerault ! 

Spread to the wind thy bannered tree I ' 
Each warrior bend his Clydesdale bow ! — 

Murray is fallen, and Scotland free ! " 

Vaults every warrior to his steed ; 

Loud bugles join their wild acclaim — 
** Murray is fallen, and Scotland freed 1 . 

Couch, 'Arran ! couch thy spear of flame I ** 

But, see ! the minstrel vision fails — 

The glinunering spears are seen no more ; 

The shouts of war die on the gales, 
Or sink in Evan's lonely roar. 

For the loud -bugle, pealing high. 

The blackbird whistles down the vale, 

And sunk in ivied ruins lie 

The bannered towers of Evandale. 

For Chiefs, intent on bloody deed, 

And Vengeance shouting o'er the slain, 

Lo ! high-born Beauty rules the steed, 
Or graceful guides the silken rein. 

And long may Peace and Pleasure own 
The maids who list the minstrel's tale ; 

Nor e'er a ruder guest be known 
On the fair banks of Evandale ! 



1 An oak, half-sawn, with the motto through, is an ancient 
OOgniiance of the fiunily of Hamilton. 
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THE GRAY BROTHER. 

The Pope he was sayinor the high, high mass, 

All on Saint Peter's day, 
With the power to him given, by the saints in 
heaven, 

To wash men's sins away. 

The Pope he was saying the blessed mass, 

And the people kneeled around. 
And from each man's soul his sins did pass. 

As he kissed the holy ground. 

And all, among the crowded throng, 

Was still, both limb and tongue. 
While, through vaulted roof and aisles aloof. 

The hcAy accents rung. 

At the holiest word he cpiivered fqr fear, 

And faltered in the sound — 
And, when he would the chalice rear, 

He dropped it to the ground. 

" The breath of one of evil deed 

Pollutes our sacred day ; 
He has no portion in our creed, 

No part m what I say. 

" A being, whom no blessed word 

To ghostly peace can bring ; 
A wretch, at whose approach abhorred. 

Recoils each holy thing. 

" Up, up, unhappy ! haste, arise ! 
My adjuration fear ! 
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I charge thee not to stop my voice, 
Nor longer tarry here ! " — 

Amid them all a pilgrim kneeled, 

In gown of sackcloth gray ; 
Far journeying from his native field, 

He first saw Rome that day. 

For forty days and nights so drear, 

I ween he had not spoke, 
And, save with bread a^d water clear. 

His fast he ne'er had broke. 

Amid the penitential flock. 

Seemed none more bent to pray ; 
But, when the Holy Father spoke, 

He rose and went his way. 

Again unto his native land 

His weary course he drew. 
To Lothian's fair and fertile strand, 

And Pentland's mountains blue. 

His unblest feet his native seat, 

*Mid Eske's fair woods, regain : 
Thro' woods more fair no stream more sweet 

Bolb to the eastern main. 

And lords to meet the pilgrim came, 

And vassals bent the knee ; 
For all 'mid Scotland's chiefs of fame. 

Was none more famed than he. 

And boldly for his country, still. 

In battle he had stood. 
Ay, even when on the banks of Till 

Her noblest poured their blood. 
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Sweet are the paths, O passing sweet I 

By Eske's fair streams that run, 
O'er airy steep, through copsewooJ deep, 

Impervious to the sun. 

There the rapt poet's step may rove, 

And yield the muse the day ; 
There Beauty, led by timid Love, 

May shun the tell-tale ray ; 

From that fair dome, where suit is paid 

By blast of bugle free, • 
To Auchendinny's hazel glade, 

And haunted Woodhouselee. 

Who knows not Melville's beechy ^ve, 

And Roslin's rocky glen. 
Dalkeith, which all die virtues love, 

And classic Hawthornden ? 

Yet never a path, fix)m day to day, 

The pilgrim's footsteps range, 
Save but me solitary way 

To Bumdale's ruined grange. 

A woful place was that, I ween, 

As sorrow could desire ; 
For nodding to the fall was each crumbling wall, 

And the roof was scathed with fire. 

It fell upon a summer's eve. 

While, on Carnethy's head. 
The last faint gleams of the sun's low beams 

Had streaked the gray with red : 

And the convent bell did vespers tell, 

Newbattle's oaks among. 
And mingled with the solemn knell 

Our Ladye's evening song : 
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The heavy knell, the choir's faint swell, 

Came slowly down the wind, 
And on the pilgrim's ear thev fell, 

As his wonted path he did find. 

Deep sunk in thought, I ween, he was, 

^or ever raised his eye, 
Until he came to that dreary place. 

Which did all in ruins lie. 

He gazed on the walls, so scathed with fire. 

With many a bitter groan — 
And there was aware of a Gray Friar, 

Resting him on a stone. 

" Now, Christ thee save I " said the Gray Brother ; 

" Some pilgrim thou seemest to be." 
But in sore amaze did Lord Albert gaze, 

Nor answer again made he. 

" O come ye from east, or come ye from west, 
Or bring reliques from over the sea ; 

Or come ye from the shrine of St James the divine, 
Or St. John of Beverley ? " — 

** I come not from the shrine of St James the divine. 
Nor bring reliques from over the sea ; 

I bring but a curse from our father, the Pope, 
Which forever will cling to me." — 

" Now, woful pilgrim, say not so ! 

But kneel thee down to me. 
And shrive thee so clean of thy deadly sin. 

That absolved thou mayst be." — 

" And who art thou, thou Gray Brother, 
That I should shrive to thee, r-^^^i^ 
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When He, to whom are ^ven the keys of earth 
and heaven, 
Has no power to pardon me V " — 

" O I am sent from a distant clime, 

Five thousand miles away, 
And all to absolve a foul, foul crime, 

Done here 'twixt night and day." 

The pilgrim kneeled him on the sand. 

And thus began his saye — 
When on his neck an ice-cold hand 

Did that Gray Brother lay. 



WAR-SONG 

OF THE ROYAL EDIKBURGH LIGHT DRAGOONS. 

To horse ! to horse ! the standard flies. 

The bugles sound the call ; 
The Gallic navy stems the seas, 
The voice of battle 's on the breeze. 

Arouse ye, one and all ! 

From high Dunedin's towers we come, 

A band of brothers true ; 
Our casques the leopard's spoils surround, 
With Scotland's hardy thistle crowned ; 

We boast the red and blue.* 

Though tamely crouch to Gallia's frown 

DuU Holland's tardy train ; 
Their ravished toys though Romans mourn ; 
Though gallant Switzers vainly spurn, 

And, ioaming, gnaw the chain ; 



1 The royal colonized byGoOglc 
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Oh ! had they marked the avenging call* 

Their brethren's murder gave, 
Disunion ne'er their ranks had mown, 
Nor patriot valor, desperate grown, 

Sought freedom in the grave I 

Shall we, too, bend the stubborn head, 

In Freedom's temple bom. 
Dress our pale cheek in timid smile, 
To hail a master in our isle, 

Or brook a victor's scorn ? 

No, though destruction o'er the land 

Come pouring as a flood. 
The sun that sees our falling day, 
Shall mark our sabres' deadly sway. 

And set that night in blood. 

For gold let Gallia's legions fight. 

Or plunder's bloody gain ; 
Unbribed, unbought, our swords we draw 
To guard our king, to fence our law, 

Nor shall their edge be vain. 

If ever breath of British gale 

Shall fan the tri-color. 
Or footstep of invader rude, 
With rapine foul, and red with blood. 

Pollute our happy shore. — 

Then farewell home ! and farewell friends I 

Adieu each tender tie ! 
Resolved, we mingle in the tide. 
Where charging squadrons furious ride. 

To conquer or to die. 

1 The allusion is to the massacre of the Swiss Guards, on tiie 
&tal 10th August, 1792. ogtized.yGooglc 
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To horse ! to horse ! the sabres gleam ; 

High sounds our bugle-call ; 
Combined by honor's sacred tie, 
Our word is Laws and Liberty ! 

March forward one and all I 
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WILLIAM AND HELEN. 

IMITATED FROM THE *^ LENORE *' OF BUROEB. 



Fi^OM heavy dreams fair Helen rose, 
And eyed the dawning red : 

" Alas, my love, thou tamest long I 
O art thou false or dead ? " — 



With gallant Frederick's princely power 
He sought the bold Crusade ; 

But not a word fi-om Judah's wars 
Told Helen how he sped. 

in. 

With Paynim and with Saracen 
At length a truce was made, 

And every knight returned to dry 
The tears his love had shed. 

IV. 

Our gallant host was homeward bound 

With many a song of joy ; 
Green waved the laurel in each plume, 

The badge of victory. 



And old and young, and sire and son. 
Tom< ' 

VOL. III. 



To meet them crowd the ^^.^i , q^^ 



98 BALLADS FROM THE GERMAN. 

With shouts, and mirth, and melody, 
The debt of love to pay. 



Full many a maid her true-love met, 
And sobbed in his embrace, 

And fluttering joy in tears and smiles 
Arrayed full many a face. 



Nor joy nor smile for Helen sad ; 

She sought the host in vain ; 
For none could tell her William's fate. 

If faithless, or if slain. 

VIIL 

The martial band is past and gone ; 

She rends her raven hair. 
And in distraction's bitter mood 

She weeps with wild despair. 



" O rise, my child," her mother said, 
" Nor sorrow thus in vain ; 

A perjured lover's fleeting heart 
No tears recall again." — 



** O mother, what is gone, is gone, 
What's lost for ever lorn: 

Death, death alone can comfort me ; 
O had I ne'er been bom 1 



" O break, my heart, — O break at once I 
Drink my life-blood. Despair ! 
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Nojoy remains on earth for me. 
For me in Heaven no share."— 



xn. 

" O enter not in ludgment, Lord ! " 

The pious mother prays ; 
** Impute not guilt to thy frail child ! 

She knows not what she says. 



" O say thy pater noster, child ! 

O turn to Grod and grace ! 
His will, that turned thy bliss to bale, 

Can change thy bale to bliss.** — 

XIV. 

** O mother, mother, what is bliss ? 

O mother, what is bale ? 
Hy William's love was heaven on earth, 

Without it earth is hell. 



** Why should I pray to ruthless Heaven, 
Since my loved William 's slain ? 

I only prayed for William's sake, 
And all my prayers were vain." — 



" O take the sacrament, my child. 
And check these tears that flow ; 

By resiffnation's humble prayer, 
O hallowed be thy woe 1 " — 



•* No sacrament can quench this fire. 
Or slake this scorching pain^^^^^ Q^Qgi^ 
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No sacrament can bid the dead 
Arise and live again. 

xvui. 
" O break, my heart, — O break at once ! 

Be thou my god, Despair I 
Heaven's heaviest blow has fallen on me, 

And vain each fruitless prayer." — 



" O enter not in judgment. Lord, 

With thy frafll child of clay ! 
She knows not what her tongue has spoke ; 

Impute it not, I pray ! 



" Forbear, my child, this desperate woe,. 

And turn to God and grace ; 
Well can devotion's heavenly glow 

Convert thy bale to bliss." — 



" O mother, mother, Yrh&t is bliss ? 

O mother, what is bale ? 
Without my William what were heaven, 

Or with him what were hell ? " — 

XXII. 

Wild she arraigns the eternal doom, 
Upbraids each sacred power. 

Till, spent, she sought her silent room. 
All m the lonely tower. 



She beat her breast, she wrung her hands, 

Till sun and day were o'er. 
And through the glimmering lattice shone 

The twinkhng of the star. 
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XXIV. 



Then, crash ! the heavy drawbridge fell 
That o'er the moat was hung ; 

Andf clatter ! clatter ! on its boards 
The hoof of courser rung. 



The clank of echoing steel was heard 

As off the rider bounded ; 
And slowly on the winding stair 

A heavy footstep sounded. 

XX vr. 

And hark ! and hark ! a knock — Tap I tap I 

A rustling stilled noise ; — 
Door-latch and tinkling staples ring ; — 

At length a whispering voice. 



^ Awake, awake, arise, my love I 

How, Helen, dost thou tare ? 
Wak'st thou, or sleep'st ? laugh'st thou, or weep'st ? 

Hast thought on me, my fair ? " — 



•* My love ! my love 1 — so late by night ! — 

I waked, I wept for thee : 
Much have I borne since dawn of mom ; 

Where, William, could'st thou be ? "— 



** We saddle late — from Hungary 

I rode since darkness fell ; 
And to its bourne we both return 

Before the matin-bell." — rr^orrT^ 
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XXX. 

" O rest this niorht within my arms, 

And warm thee in their fold ! 
Chill howls through hawthorn bush the wind: 

My love is deadly cold." — 



" Let the wind howl through hawthorn bush I 

This night we must away ; 
The steed is wight, the spur is bright ; 

I cannot stay till day. 



" Busk, busk, and boune ! Thou mount'st behind 

Upon my black barb steed : 
O'er stock and stile, a hundred miles, 

We haste to bridal bed." — 



XXXIII. 

" To-night — to-night, a hundred miles I — 

O dearest William, stay ! 
The bell strikes twelve — dark, dismal hourl 

" O wait, my love, till day ! " — 

XXXIV. 

" Look here, look here — the moon shines clear - 

Full fast I ween we ride : 
Mount and away ! for e'er the day 

We reach our bridal bed. 



" The black barb snorts, the bridle rings; 

Haste, busk, and boune, and seat thee ! 
The foast is made, the chamber spread, 

The bridal guests await thee." — 
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XXXVL 

Strong love prevauled : She busks, she bounes, 

She mounts the barb behind, 
And round her darling William's waist 

Her lily arms she twined. 

xxxvn. 

And, hurry ! hurry ! off they rode, 

As fast as fast might be ; 
Spumed from the courser's thundering heels 

The flashing pebbles flee. 

XXXVIII. 

And on the right, and on the left, 

Ere they could snatch a view. 
Fast, fast each mountain, mead, and plain, 

And cot, and castle, flew. 

XXXIX. 

« Sit fast — dost fear ? — The moon shines clear — 

Fleet goes my barb — keep hold ! 
Fear'st thou ? " — " O no ! " she faintly said ; 

" But why so stem and cold ? 



" What yonder rings ? what yonder sings ? 

Why shiieks the owlet g:ray ? " — 
"'Tis death-bells' clang, 'tis funeral song. 

The body to the clay. 



" With song and clang, at morrow's dawn, 

Ye may inter the dead : 
To-night I ride, with my young bride, 

To deck our bridal bed. 
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" Come with thy choir, thou coffined guest, 

To swell our nuptial song ! 
Come, priest, to bless our marriage feast I 

Come all, come all along ! " — 



Ceased clang and song ; down sunk the bier ; 

The shrouded corpse arose : 
And, hurry I hurry ! all the train 

The thundering steed pursues. 



And, forward ! forward ! on they go ; 

High snorts the straining steed ; 
Thick pants the rider's laboring breath, 

As headlong on they speed. 

XLV. 

" O William, why this savage haste ? 

And where thy bridal bed ? " — 
** 'Tis distant far, low, damp, and chill, 

And narrow, trustless maid." — 

XLVI. 

**No room for me?" — " Enough for both; — 
Speed, speed, my barb, thy course ! " 

O'er thundering bridge, through boiling surge, 
He drove the furious horse. 

XLVII. 

Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they rode, 

Splash ! splash ! along the sea ; 
The scourse is wight, the spur is bright, 

The flasiiing pebbles Aee. 
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XLVUL 



Fled past on right and left how £3ist 
Each forest, grove, and bower ! 

On right and left fled past how &st 
Each city, town, and tower 1 



XLIX. 



<* Doet fear ? dost fear ? The moon shines clear, 

Dost fear to ride with me ? — 
Hurrah 1 horrah I the dead can ride I" — 

" O William, let them be I — 



«* See there, see th«:« ! What yonder swings 
And creaks 'mid whistling rain ? ** 

« Gibbet and steel, th* accursed wheel ; 
A murderer in his chain. — 



LI. 

'< Hollo ! thou felon, follow here : 

To bridal bed we ride ; 
And thou shalt prance a fetter dance 

Before me and my bride." — 



And, hurry ! hurry ! clash, clash, clash ! 

The wasted form descends ; 
And fleet as wind through hazel bush 

The wild career attends. 

LUI. 

Tramp ! tramp 1 along the land they rode, 
Splash I splash I along the sea ; 

The scourge is red, the spur drops blood, 
The flashing pebbles flee. 
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How fled what moonshine faintly showed! 

How fled what darkness hid ! 
How fled the earth beneath their feet, 

The heaven above their head ! 



" Dost fear ? dost fear ? The moon shines clear. 

And well the dead can ride ; 
Does faithful Helen fear for.them?" — 

" O leave ih peace the dead ! " — 



" Barb ! Barb ! methinks I hear the cock ; 

The sand will soon be run : 
Barb ! Barb ! I smell the morning air ; 

The race is wellnigh done." — 



Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they rode, 
Splash ! splash ! along the sea ; 

The scourge is red, the spur drops blood, 
The flashing pebbles flee. 

LVUI. 

** Hurrah I hurrah ! well ride the dead ; 

The bride, the bride is come ; 
And soon we reach the bridal bed. 

For, Helen, here 's my home." — 



Reluctant on its rusty hinge 

B^volved an iron door, 
And by the pale moon's setting beam 

Were seen a church and tower. 
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With many a shriek and cry whiz round 
The birds of midnight, scared ; 

And rustling like autumnal leaves 
Unhallowed ghosts were heard. 



O'er many a tomb and tombstone pale 
He spurred the fiery horse, 

Till suaden at an open grave 
He checked the wondrous course. 



Lxn. 

The falhng gauntlet quits the rein, 
Down drops the casque of steel, 

The cuirass leaves his shrinking side, 
The spur his gory heel. 



The eyes desert the naked skull, 
The mouldering flesh the bone, 

Till Helen's lily arms entwine 
A ghastly skeleton. 



The furious barb snorts fire and foam. 

And, with a fearful bound. 
Dissolves at once in empty air. 

And leaves her on the ground. 

LXV. 

Half seen by fits, by fits half heard. 

Pale spectres flit along, 
Wheel round the maid m dismal dance, 

And howl the ftmeral song ; 
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LXVI. 

" E'en when the heart's with anguish cleft, 

Revere the doom of Heaven, 
Her soul is from her body reft ; 

Her spirit be forgiven ! " 

1796. 



THE WILD HUNTSMAN. 



This is a translation, or rather an imitation, of the Wilde Jo- 
ger of the German poet Burger. The tradition upon which it is 
founded bears, that formerly a Wlldgrave, or keeper of a royal 
forest, named Faulkenburg, was so much addicted to the pleas- 
ures of the chase, and otherwise so extremely profligate and 
orueL that he not only followed this unhallowed amusement on 
the Sabbath, and other days consecrated to religious duty, but 
accompanied it with the most unheard-of oppression upon the 
poor peasants, who were under his vassalage. Wlien this second 
Nimrod died, the people adopted a superstition, founded proba- 
bly on the many various uncouth sounds heard in the depth of 
a German forest, during the silence of the night. They con- 
ceived they still heard the cry of the Wildgrave-s hounds : and 
the well-known cheer of the deceased hunter, the sounds of his 
horses' feet, and the rustling of the branches before the game, 
the pack, and the sportsmen, are also distinctly diitcriminated ; 
but the phantoms are rarely, if ever, visible. Once, as a be- 
nighted Chasseur heard this infernal chase pass by him, at the 
sound of the halloo, with which the Spectre Huntsman cheered 
his hounds, he could not refrain from crying, '* Gluek zu FcUk- 
enburgh! " [Good sport to ye, Falkenburgh !] '^ Dost thou wish 
me gfood sport!" answered a hoarse voice; ^Hhou shalt share 
the game ; '' and there was thrown at him what seemed to be a 
huge piece of foul carrion. The daring Chassewr lost two of his 
best l^orses soon after, and never perfectly recovered the per- 
sonal eflfects of this ghostly greeting. This tale, though told with 
■ome variations, is universally believed all over Germany 



The Wildgrave winds his bugle-hom, 
To horse, to horse ! halloo, halloo 1 

His fiery courser snuffs the mom, 

And thronging serfs their lord pursue. 
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The eager pack, from couples freed, 

Dash through the bush, the brier, the brake ; 

While answering hound, and horn, and steed, 
The mountain echoes startling wake. 

The beams of God's own hallowed day 
Had painted yonder spire with gola, 

And, calling sinful man to pray, 
Loud, long, and deep the bell had tolled : 

But still the Wildgrave onward rides ; 

Halloo, halloo ! and, hark again ! 
When, spurring from opposing sides, 
• Two Stranger Horsemen join the train. 

Who was each Stranger, left and right. 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell ; 

The right-hand steed was silver white. 
The left, the swarthy hue of hell. 

The right-hand Horseman, young and fair, 
His smile was like the mom of May ; 

The left, from eye of tawny glare, 
Shot midnight lightning's lurid ray. 

He waved his huntsman's cap on high. 
Cried, " Welcome, welcome, noble lord I 

What sport can earth, or sea, or sky. 

To match the princely chase, afford ? " — 

** Cease thy loud bugle's clanging knell," 
Cried the fair youth, with silver voice ; 

" And for devotion's choral swell, 
Exchange the rude unhallowed noise. 

** To-day, the ill-omened chase forbear, 
Yon bell yet summons to the fane ; 

To-day the Warning Spirit hear. 

To-morrow thou mayst moi^i^yiScy^." — 
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" Away, and sweep the glades along ! " 
The Sable Hunter hoarse replies ; 

" To muttering monks leave matin song, 
And bells, and books, and mysteries/' 

The Wildgrave spurred his ardent steed. 
And, launching forward with a bound, 

" Who, for thy drowsy priestlike rede, 
Would leave the jovial horn and hound ? 

" Hence, if our manly sport offend ! 

With pious fools go chant and pray : — 
Well hast thou sp9ke, my dark-browed friend ; 

Halloo, halloo 1 and, hark away ! " 

The Wildgrave spurred his courser light, 
O'er moss and moor, o'er holt and hill ; 

And on the left and on the right. 
Each Stranger Horseman followed still. 

Up springs, from yonder tangled thorn, 
A stag more white than mountain snow ; 

And louder rung the Wildgrave's horn, 
" Hark forward, forward ! holla, ho ! " 

A heedless wretch has crossed the way ; 

He gasps the thundering hoofs below ; — 
But, live who can, or die who may. 

Still, " Forward, forward ! " on they go. 

See, where yon simple fences meet, 

A field with Autumn blessings crowned ; 

See, prostrate at the Wildgrave's feet, 
A husbandman with toil embrowned : 

" O mercy, mercy, noble lord ! 

Spare the poor's pittance," was his cry, 
" Earned bv the sweat those brows have pooredy 

In scorching hour of fierce Ju^/J — t 
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Earnest the mht-hand Stranger pleads, 
The left stUI cheering to the prey ; 

The impetuous Earl no warning heeds, 
But furious holds the onward way. 

" Away, thou hound ! so basely bom, 

Or dread the scourge's echoing blow I " — 
Then loudly rung his bugle-horn, 
- " Hark forward, forward, holla, ho I " 

So said, so done : — A single bound 
Clears the poor laborer's humble pale ; 

Wild follows man, and horse, and hound, 
Like dark December's stormy gale. 

And man and horse, and hound and horn, 
Destructive sweep the field along ; 

While, joying o'er the wasted corn. 

Fell Famine marks the maddening throng. 

Again uproused, the timorous prey 

Scours moss and moor, and holt and hill ; 

Hard run, he feels his strength decay, 
And trusts for life his simple skill. 

Too dangerous solitude appeared ; 

He seeks the shelter of the crowd ; 
Amid the flocks domestic herd 

His harmless head he hopes to shroud. 

O'er moss and moor, and holt and hill. 
His track the steady blood-hounds trace ; 

O'er moss and moor, unwearied still. 
The furious Earl pursues the chase. , 

Full lowly did the herdsman fall ; — 
" O spare, thou noble Baron, spare 

These herds, a widow's little all ; 

These flocks, an orphan's flf^^y(58^Jfe — 
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Earnest the riffht-hand Stranger pleads, 
The left still cheering to the prey ; 

The Earl nor prayer nor pity heeds, 
But furious keeps the onward way. 

" Unmannered dog ! To stop my sport 
Vain were thy cant and beggar whine. 

Though human spirits, of thy sort, 

Were tenants of these carrion kine I ** — 

Again he winds his bugle-horn, 

" Hark forward, forward, holla, ho ! ** 

And through the herd, in ruthless scorn. 
He cheers his furious hounds to go. 

In heaps the throttled victims fall ; 

Down sinks their mangled herdsman near ; 
The murderous cries the stag appall, — 

Again he starts, new-nerved by fear. 

TVith blood besmeared, and white with foam, 
While big the tears of anguish pour, 

He seeks, amid the forest's gloom. 
The humble hermit's hallowed bower. 

But man and horse, and horn and hound, 

Fast rattling on his traces go ; 
The sacred chapel rung around 

With, « Hark away ! and, holla, ho 1" 

All mild, amid the rout profane, 
The holy hermit poured his prayer ; 

'* Forbear with blood God's house to stain ; 
Revere his altar, and forbear I 

" The meanest brute has rights to plead. 
Which, wronged by cruelty, or pride. 

Draw vengeance on the ruthless head : — 
Be warned at length, and 1 
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Still the Fair Horseman anxious pleads ; 

The Black, "jrlld whooping, points the prey: — 
Alaa I the Earl no warning heeds, 

But frantic keeps the forward way. 

" Holy or not, or right or wrong, 

Thy altar, and its rites, I spurn ; 
Nor sainted martyrs* sacred song, 
' Not God himself, shall make me turn I '' 

He spurs his horse, he winds his horn, 
"^ Hark forward, forward, holla, ho !** — 

But off, on whirlwind's pinions borne, 
The stag, the hut, the hermit, go. 

And horse and man, and horn and hound, 
And clamor of the chase, was gone ; 

For hoofs, and howls, and bugle-sound, 
A deadly silence reigned ak>ne. 

Wild gazed the afirighted Earl around ; 

He strove in vain to wake his horn. 
In vain to call : for not a sound 

Could from his anxious lips be borne. 

He listens for his trusty hounds ; 

No distant baying reached his ears : 
His courser, rooted to the ground. 

The quickening spur unmindM bears. 

Still dark and darker frown the shades, 
Dark as the darkness of the grave ; 

And not a sound the still invades. 
Save what a distant torrent gave. 

High o'er the sinner's humbled head. 
At length the solemn silence broke ; 

And, from a cloud of swarthy red. 

The awful voice of thunder spoke. . 
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" Oppressor of creation fair ! 

Apostate Spirits* hardeneil tool I 
Scorncr of God ! Scourge of the poor ! 

The measure of thy cup is full. 

" Be chased for ever through the wood ; 

For ever roam the atfrighted wild ; 
And let thy fate instruct the proud, 

God's meanest creature is his child." 

*T was hushed : — One flash, of sombre glare, 
With yellow tinged the forests brown ; 

Uprose the Wildo^rave's bristling hair, 
And horror chilled each nerve and bone. 

Cold poured the sweat in freezing rill ; 

A rising wind began to sing ; 
And louder, louder, louder still, 

Brought storm and tempest on its wing. 

Earth heard the call ; — her entraib rend ; 

From yawninor rifts, with many a yell, 
Mixed with sulphureous flames, ascend 

The misbegotten dogs of hell. 

What ghastly Huntsman next arose, 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell ; 

His eye like midnight lightning glows, . 
His steed the swarthy hue of hell. 

The Wildgrave flies o*er bush and thorn. 
With many a shriek of helpless woe ; 

Behind him hound, and horse, and horn. 
And, " Hark away, and holla, ho 1 '* 

With wild despair's reverted eye, 

Close, close behind, he marks the throng. 

With bloody fangs and eager cry ; 
In frantic fear he scours along. — 
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Still, Still shall last the dreadful chase, 
Till time itself shall have an end ; 

By day, they scour earth's caverned space, 
At midnight's witching hour, ascend. 

This is the horn, and hound, and horse. 
That oft the lated peasant hears ; 

Appalled, he siffns the frequent cross. 
When the wild din invades his ears. 

The wakeful priest oft drops a tear 
For human pride, for human woe. 

When, at his midnight mass, he hears 
The infernal cry of, " Holla, ho ! " 

1796. 



THE FIRE-KING. 

" The blessings of the evil Genii, which were curses, were upon 
Urn." — Eastern TuU, 

Bold knights and fair dames, to my harp give an 

ear. 
Of love, and of war, and of wonder to hear. 
And you haply may siffh, in the midst of your glee, 
At the tale of Count iUbert, and fair Rosalie. 

O see you that castle, so strong and so high ? 
And see you that lady, the tear in her eye ? 
And see you that palmer, from Palestine's land. 
The shell in his hat, and the staff in his hand V — 

" Now palmer, gray palmer, O tell unto me. 
What news bring you home from the Holy Countrie? 
And how goes the warfare by Galilee's strand ? 
And how fare our nobles, the flower of the 
land?" — 
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" O well goes the warfare by Galilee's wave, 
For Gilead, and Nablous, and Ramah we have ; 
And well fare our nobles by Mount Lebanon, 
For the Heathen have lost, and the Christians have 



A fair chain of gold 'mid her ringlets there hung; 
O'er the palmer's gray locks the fair chain has she 

flung : 
" O palmer, gray palmer, this chain be thy fee, 
For the news thou hast brought from the Holy 

Countrie. 

" And, palmer, good palmer, by Galilee's wave, 
O saw ye Count Albert, the gentle and brave ? 
When the Crescent went back, and the Redcross 

rushed on ? 
O saw ye him foremost on Mount Lebanon ? ** — 

" O lady, fair lady, the tree green it grows ; , 

O lady, fair lady, the stream pure it flows ; 

Your castle stands strong, and your hopes soar on 

high. 
But, lady, fair lady, all blossoms to die. 

"The green boughs they wither, the thunderbolt 

falls. 
It leaves of your castle but levin-scorched walls ; 
The pure stream runs muddy ; the gay hope is 

gone ; 
Count Albert is prisoner on Mount Lebanon." 

O she 's ta'en a horse, should be fleet at her speed ; 
And she's ta'en a sword, should be sharp at her 

need; 
And she has ta'en shipping for Palestine's land, 
To ransom Count Albert trom Soldanrie's hand. 
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Small thought had Count Albert on fair Rosalie, 
Small thought on his faith, or his knighthood, had 

he ; 
A heathenish damsel his light heart had won, 
The Soldan*s fair daughter of Mount Lebanon. 

" O Christian, brave Christian, my love wouldst 

* thou be. 
Three things must thou do ere I hearken to thee ; 
Our laws and our worship on thee shalt thou take ; 



ip 

do ] 



And this shalt thou first do for Z ulema's sake. 

" And, next, in the cavern, where bums evermore 
The mystical flame which the Curdmans adore. 
Alone, and in silence, three nights shalt thou wake; 
And this thou shalt next do for Zulema's sake. 

"And, last,' thou shalt aid us with counsel and 

hand. 
To drive the Frank robber from Palestine's land ; 
For my lord and my love then Count Albert I *11 

take. 
When all this is accomplished for Zulema*s sake." • 

He has thrown by his helmet, and cross-handled 

sword, 
EfCnouncing his knighthood, denying his Lord ; 
He has ta'en the green caftan, and turban put on, 
For the love of the maiden of fair Lebanon. 

And in the dread cavern, deep, deep under ground, 
Which fifty steel gates and steel portals surround. 
He has watched until daybreak, but sight saw he 

none. 
Save the fiame burning bright on its altar of stone. 

Amazed was the Princess, the Soldan amazed. 
Sore murmured the priests as on Albertthey sazed; 
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They searched all his garments, and, under Lis 

weeds, 
They found, and took from him, his rosary beads. 

Again in the cavern deep, deep under ground, 
He watched the lone night, while the winds whis- 
tled round ; 
Far off was their murmur, it came not more nigh, 
The flame burned unmoved, and nought else did 
he spy. 



Loud murmured the priests, and amazed was the 

King, 
While many dark spells of their witchcraft they 

sing ; 
They searched Albert's body, and, lo ! on his breast 
Was the sign of the Cross, by his father impressed. 

The priests they erase it with care and with pain, 
And the recreant returned to the cavern again ; 
But, as he descended, a whisper there fell : 
It was his good angel, who bade him farewell ! 

High bristled his hair, his heart fluttered and beat, 
And he turned him five steps, half resolved to 

retreat ; 
But his heart it was hardened, his purpose was gone. 
When he thought of the Maiden of fair Lebanon. 

Scarce passed he the archway, the threshold scarce 

trode, 
When the winds from the four points of heaven 

were abroad, 
They made each steel portal to rattle and ring, 
And, borne on the blast, came the dread Fire-King. 

Full sore rocked the cavern whene'er he drew nigh, 
The fire on the altar blazed bickering and high : 



THE FIRE-KING. 119 

In volciuuc explosions the mountains proclaim 
The dreadful approach of the Monarch of Flame. 

Unmeasured in height, undistinguished in form, 
His breath it was lightning, his voice it was storm ; 
I ween the stout heart of Count Albert was tame, 
When he saw in his terrors the Monarch of Flame. 

In his hand a broad falchion blue-glimmered 

through smoke, 
And l^Iount Lebanon shook as the monarch he 

spoke ; 
" With this brand shalt thou conquer, thus long, and 

no more, 
Till thou bend to the Cross, and the Virgin adore." 

The cloud-shrouded Arm gives the weapon; and 

see! 
The recreant receives the charmed gift on his knee : 
The thunders growl distant, and faint gleam the 

fires. 
As, borne on the whirlwind, the phantom retires. 

Count Albert has aimed him the Paynim among. 
Though his heart it was false, yet his arm it was 

strong ; 
And the Red-cross waxed faint, and the Crescent 

came on, 
From the day he commanded on Mount Lebanon. 

From Lebanon's forests to Galilee's wave, 

The sands of Samaar drank the blood of the brave ; 

Till the Knights of the Temple, and Knights of 

Saint John, 
With Salem's King Baldwin, against him came on. 

The war-cymbals clattered, the trumpets replied. 
The lances were couched, and they closed on each 
'side; 
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And horsemen and horses Count Albert o'erthrew, 
Till he pierced the thick'tumult King Baldwin unto* 

Against the charmed blade which Count Albert did 

wield, 
The fence had been vain of the King's Red-cross 

shield : 
But a Page thrust him forward the monarch before, 
And cleft the proud turban the renegade wore. 

So fell was the dint, that Count Albert stooped low 
Before the crossed shiefd, to his steel saddle-bow ; 
And scarce had he bent to the Red-cross his head, — 
" Bonne Grace, Notre Dame ! " he unwittingly said. 

Sore sighed the charmed sword, for its virtue was 

o'er. 
It sprung from his grasp, and was never seen more ;, 
But true men have said, that the lightning's red 

wing 
Did waft back the brand to the dread Fire-King. . 

He clenched his set teeth, and his gauntletted hand ; 
He stretched, with one buffet, that Page on the 

strand ; 
As" back from the stripling the broken casque rolled, 
You might see the blue eyes, and the ringlets of gold. 

Short time had Count Albert in horror to stare 
On those death-swimming eyeballs, and blood-clotted 

hair; 
For down came the Templars, like Cedron in flood, 
And dyed their long lances in Saracen blood. 

The Saracens, Curdmans, and Ishmaelites yield 
To the scallop, the saltier, and crossletted shield ; 
And the eagles were gorged with the infidel dead, 
From Bethsaida's fountains to Napthali's head. 
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The battle is over on Bethsaida's plain. — 
Oh, who is yon Paynim lies stretched *mid the slain ? 
And who is yon Page lying cold at his knee ? — 
Oh 1 who but Count Albert and iair Rosalie I 

The Lady was buried in Salem's blessed bound, 
The Count he was left to the vulture and hound : 
Her soul to high mercy our Lady did bring ; 
His went on the blast to the dread Fire-King. 

Tet many a minstrel, in harping, can tell, 

How the Red-cross it conquered, the Crescent it fell : 

And lords and gay ladies have sighed, 'mid their 

glee, 
At the tale of Count Albert and &ir Rosalie. 

1801. 



FREDERICK AND ALICE. 

Frederick loaves the land of France, 
Homeward hastes his steps to measure, 

Careless casts the parting glance 
On the scene of former pleasure. 

Joying in his prancing steed, 
Keen to prove his untried blade, 

Hope's gay dreams the soldier lead 
Over mountain, moor, and glade. 

Helpless, ruined, left forlorn, 

Lovely Alice wepf alone ; 
Mourned o'er love's fond contract torn, 

Hope, and peace, and honor flown. 

Mark her breasf s convulsive throbs ; 

See, the tear of anguish flows 1 — 
Mingling soon with bursting sobs, 

Loud the laugh of frenzy rose. 
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Wild she cursed, and wild she prayed ; 

Seven long days and nights are o'er ; 
Death in pity brought his aid, 

As the village bell struck four. 

Far from her, and far from France, 
Faithless Frederick onward rides ; 

Marking:, blithe, the morning's glance 
Mantling o'er the mountain's sides. 

Heard ye not the boding sound, 
As the tongue of yonder tower, 

Slowly, to the hills around, 

Told the fourth, the fated hour ? 

Starts the steed, and snuffs the air, 
Yet no cause of dread appears ; 

Bristles high the rider's hair. 

Struck with strange mysterious fears. 

Desperate, as his terrors rise. 
In the steed the spur he hides ; 

From himself in vain he flies ; 
Anxious, restless, on he rides. 

Seven long days, and seven long nights, 
Wild he wandei'ed, woe the while I 

Ceaseless care, and causeless fright, 
Urge his footsteps many a mile. 

Dark the seventh sad night descends ; 

Rivers swell, and rain-streams pour ; 
While the deafening thunder lends 

All the terrors ofits roar. 

Weary, wet, and spent with toil. 

Where his head shall Frederick hide ? 

Where, but in yon ruined aisle. 
By the lightning's flash descried. 
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To the portal, dank and low, 

Fast nis steed tbe wanderer bound : 

Down a ruined staircase low, 
Next his darkling way lie wound. 

Long drear vaults before him lie ! 

Glimmering lights are seen to glide ! — 
" Blessed Mary, hear my cry ! 

Deign a sinner's steps to guide ! " 

Often lost their quivering beam. 

Still the lights move slow before, 
Till they rest their ghastly gleam 

Right against an iron door. 

Thundering voices from within. 
Mixed with peals of laughter, rose ; 

As they fell, a solemn strain 

Lent its wild and wondrous close I 

Midst the din, he seemed to hear 

Voice of frien(^, by death removed ; — 

Well he knew that solemn air, 
*T was the lay that Alice loved. — 

Hark ! for now a solemn knell 

Four times on the still night broke ; 

Four times, at its deadened swell, 
Echoes from the ruins spoke. 

As the lengthened clangors die. 

Slowly opes the iron door I 
Straight a banquet met his eye. 

But a funeraVs form it wore ! 

Coffins for the seats extend ; 

All with black the board was spread ; 
Girt by parent, brother, friend, 

Long since numbered with the dead 1 
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Alice, in her "rave-clothes bound, 
Ghastly smiling, points a seat ; 

All arose, with thundering sound ; 
All the expected stranger greet 

H^h their meagre arms they wave. 
Wild their notes of welcome swell ; - 

" Welcome, traitor, to the grave ! 
Perjured, bid the light farewell ! " 



THE BATTLE OF SEMPACH. 

These yerses are a literal translation of an ancient Swiss ballad 
upon the battle of Sempach, fought 9th July, 1886, being the vic- 
tory by which the Swiss cantons established their independence ; 
the author, Albert Tchudi, denominated the Souter, from his pro- 
fession of a shoemaker. He was a citizen of Lucerne, esteemed 
highly among his countrymen both for liis powers as a Meister- 
Singer., or minstrel, and his courage as a soldier ; so that he might 
share the praise conferred by Collins on .^Bschylus, that 

" Not alone he nursed the poet's flame. 

But reached from Virtue's hand the patriot steel." 

The circumstance of their being written by a poet returning 
from the well-fought field he describes, and in which his country's 
fortune was secured, may confer on Tchudi's verses an interest 
which they are not entitled to claim from their poetical merit. 
But ballad poetry, the more literally it is translated, the more it 
loses its simplicity, without acquiring either grace or strength: 
and, therefore, some of the fiiults of the veries must be imputed 
to the translator's feeling it a duty to keep as closely as possible 
to his original. The various puns, rude attempts at pleasantry, 
and disproportioned episodes, must be set down to Tohudi's 
account, or to the taste of his age. 

The military antiquary will derive some amusement from the 
minute particulars which the martial poet has recorded. The 
mode in which the Austrian men-at-arms received the charge of 
the Swiss, was by forming a phalanx, which they defended with 
their long lances. The gallant Winkelreid, who sacrificed hia 
own life by rushing among the spears, clasping in his arms as 
many as he could grasp, and thus opening a gap in those iron 
battalions, is celebrated in Swiss history. WTien feirly mingled 
together, the unwieldy length of their weapons, and cumbrous 
weight of their defensive armor, rendered the Austrian men-at- 
arms a very unequal match for the light-armed mountaineers. 
The Tiotories obtained by the Swiss over the Oerman chival^, 
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hitherto deemed as foroiidable on foot as on horseback, led to 
importe(nt changes in the art of war. The poet describes the 
Austrian knights and squires as cutting the peaks from their 
boots ere taey could act upon foot, in allusion to an inconven- 
ient piece of foppery, often mentioned in t le middle ages. Leo- 
pold III.. Archduke of Austria, called '^ the handsome man-at- 
arms," was slain in the battle of Sempach, with the flower of his 
chiyadry. 

*TwA8 when among our linden-trees, 
The bees had housed in swarms, 

(And ^ray-haired peasants say that these 
Betoken foreign arms,) 

Then looked we down to Willisow, 

The land was all in flame ; 
We knew the Archduke Leopold 

With all his army came. 

The Austrian nobles made their vow. 

So hot their heart and bold, 
" On Switzer carles we '11 trample now, 

And slay both young and old." 

With clarion loud, and banner proud. 

From Zurich on the lake. 
In martial pomp and fair array, 

Their onward march they make. 

" Now list, ye lowland nobles all — 

Ye seek the mountain strand, 
Nor wot ye what shall be your lot, 

In such a dangerous land. 

" I rede ye, shrive ye of your sins, 

Before ye further go ; 
A skirmish in Helvetian hills 

May send your souls to woe." — * 

" But where now shall we find a priest 
Our shrift that he may hearV " — 
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" The Switzer priest ^ has ta*eii the field, 
He deals a penance drear. 

" Right heavily upon your head 

He '11 lay his hand of steel ; 
And with his trusty partizan 

Your absolution deal." — 

*T was on a Monday morning then, 

The com was steeped in dew, 
And merry maids had sickles ta'en. 

When the host to Sempach drew. 

The stalwart men of fair Lucerne 

Together have they joined ; 
The pith and core of manhood stern. 

Was none cast looks behind. 

It was the Lord of Hare-castle, 

And to the Duke he said, 
" Yon little band of brethren true 

Will meet us undismayed." — 

" O Hare-castle,* thou heart of hare ! " 

Fierce Oxenstern replied. — 
" Shalt see then how the game will fare," 

The taunted knight replied. 

There was lacing then of helmets bright, 

And closing ranks amain ; 
The peaks they hewed from their boot points 

Might well-nigh load a wain.* 

1 All the Swiss clergy who were able to bear arms fought in 
this patriotic war. 

* In the original, Haasenstein^ or Hare-stone. 

8 This seems to allude to the preposterous fi&ahion, during the 
middle ages, of wearing boots with the points or peaks turned 
upwards, and so long, that in some cases the^ were fastened to 
the knees of the wearer with small chains. When thej alighted 
to fight upon foot, it would seem that the Austrian ^ntlemen 
found it necessary to cut off these peaks, that they might move 
with the necessary activity. 
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And thus they to each other said, 

** Yon handful down to hew 
Will be no boastiul tale to tell, 

The peasants are so few." — 

The gallant Swiss Confederates there 

They prayed to God aloud. 
And he displayed his rainbow fair 

Against a swarthy cloud. 

Then heart and pulse throbbed more and more 

With courage firm and high, 
And down the good Confederates bore 

On the Austrian chivalry. 

The Austrian Lion * *gan to growl, 

And toss his mane and tail; 
And ball, and shaft, and crossbow bolt, 

Went whistling forth like hail. 

Lance, pike, and halbwt, mingled there, 

The game was nothing sweet ; 
The boughs of many a stately tree 

Lay shivered at their feet. 

The Austrian men-at-arms stood fast. 

So close their spears they laid ; 
It chafed the gallant Wjnkelreid, 

AVho to his comrades said — 

" I have a virtuous wife at home, 

A wife and infant son ; 
I leave them to my country's care, — 

This field shall soon be won. 

" These nobles lay their spears right thick, 
And keep full firm array, 

1 A pun on the Archduke's name, Leopold. 
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Yet sball my charge their order break, 
And make my brethren way." 

Ho rushed against the Austrian band, 

In desperate career, 
And with his body, breast, and hand. 

Bore down each hostile spear. 

Four lances splintered on his crest, 

Six shivered in his side ; 
Still on the serried files he pressed — 

He broke their ranks, and died. 

This patriot's self-devoted deed 

First tamed the Lion*s mood. 
And the four forest cantons freed 

From thraldom by his blood. 

Right where his charge had made a lane, 

His valiant comrades burst, 
'\Vith sword, and axe, and partisan. 

And hack, and stab, and thrust 

The daunted Lion 'gan to whine. 

And granted ground amain. 
The Mountain Bull ^ he bent his brows. 

And gored his sides again. 

Then lost was banner, spear, and shield, 

At Sempach in the flight, 
The cloister vaults at Konig*s-field 

Hold many an Austrian knight 

It was the Archduke Leopold, 

So lordly would he ride. 
But he came against the Switzer churls, 

And they slew him in his pride. 

1 A ptin on the Uros, or wild-bull, which gives name to tho 
Canton of Uri. 
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The heifer said unto the bull, 

" And shall I not complain ? 
There came a foreign nobleman 

To milk me on the plain. 

" One thrust of thine outrageous horn 

Has galled the knight so sore, 

That to the churchyard he is borne, 

To range our glens no more." 

An Austrian noble left the stour, 

And fast the flight 'gan take ; 
And he arrived in luckless hour 

At Sempach on the lake. 

He and his squire a fisher called, 
(His name was Hans Von Rot,) 

" For love, or meed, or charity. 
Receive us in thy boat ! " 

Their anxious eaH the fisher heard, 

And, glad the meed to win. 
His shalh)p to the shore he steered. 

And took the flyers in. 

And while asainst the tide and wind 

Hans stouSy rowed his way. 
The noble to his follower signed 

He should the boatman s&y. 

The fisher's back was to them turned, 

The squire his dagger drew, 
Hans saw his shadow in the lake. 

The boat he overthrew. 

He 'whelmed the boat, and as they strove, 

He stunned them with his oar, 
" Now, drink ye deep, my gentle sirs. 

You '11 ne'er stab boatman more. 
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** Two gilded fishes in the la^e 
This morning have I caught, 

Their silver scales may much avail, 
Their carrion flesh is nought." 

It was a messenger of woe 
Has sought the Austrian land : 

" Ah ! gracious lady, evil news ! 
My lord lies on the strand. 

" At Sempach, on the battle-field. 
His blcK)dy corpse lies there." — 

" Ah, gracious Grod ! ** the lady cried, 
" What tidings of despair ! " 

Now would you know the minstrel wight 
Who sings of strife so stem, 

Albert the Souter is he hight, 
A burgher of Lucerne. 

A merry man was he, I wot. 

The night he made the lay. 
Returning from the bloody spot. 

Where God had judged the day. 

1818. 



THE NOBLE MORINGER. 

AN ANCIENT BALLAD. 



O, WILL you hear a knightly tale of old Bohemian 

day. 
It was the noble Moringer in wedlock bed he lay ; 
He halsed and kissed his dearest dame, that was 

as sweet as May, 
And said, " Now, lady of my heart, attend the words 

I say. 
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***Tis I have vowed a pilgimage unto a distant 
shrine, 

And I must seek Saint Thomas-land, and leave the 
land that's mine; 

Here shalt thou dwell the while in state, so thou 
wilt pledge thy fay, 

That thou for my return wilt wait seven twelve- 
months and a day." 



Then out and spoke that Lady bright, sore troubled 

in her cheer, 
" Now tell me true, thou noble knight, what order 

takest thou here ; 
And who shall lead thy vassal band, and hold thy 

lordly sway, 
And be thy lady's guardian true when thou art far 

away?" 

IV. 

Out spoke the noble Moringer, " Of that have thou 

no care. 
There's many a valiant gentleman of me holds 

living fair ; [state, 

The trustiest shall rule my land, my vassals and my 
And be a guardian tried and true to thee, my 

lovely mate. 

V. 

"As Christian-man, I needs must keep the vow 

which I have plight, 
When I am far in foreign land, remember thy true 

knight ; 
And cease, my dearest dame, to grieve, for vain 

were sorrow now. 
But grant thy Moringer his leave, since God hath 

heard his vow." 
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It was the noble Moringer from bed he made him 

boune, 
And met him there his Chamberlain, with ewer 

and with gown ; [miniver, 

He flung the mantle on his back, *t was furred with 
He dipped his hand in water cold, and bathed his 

forehead fair. 



"Now hear,** he said, " Sir Chamberlain, true 

Yzissal art thou mine, 
And such the trust that I repose in that proved 

worth of thine. 
For seven years shalt thou rule my towers, and 

lead my vassal train. 
And pledge thee for my Lady's fidth till I return 

again." 

VIII. 

The Chamberlain was blunt and true, and sturdily 
said he, 

" Abide, my lord, and rule your own, and take this 
rede from me ; 

That woman's faith's a brittle trust — Seven twelve- 
months didst thou say ? 

1*11 pledge me for no lady's truth beyond the 
seventh fair day." 



The noble Baron turned him round, hb heart was 

full of care. 
His gallant Esquire stood him nigh, he was Mar- 

stetten's heir. 
To whom he spoke right anxiously, " Thou trusty 

squire to me. 
Wilt thou receive this weighty trust when I am o'er 

the sea ? 
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X. 

** To watch and ward my castle strong, and to pro- 
tect my land, [band ; 

And to the hunting or the host to lead my vassal 

And pledge thee for my Lady's faith till seven long 
years are gone. 

And guard her as Our Lady dear was guarded by 
Saint John." 

XI. 

Marstetten's heir was kind and true, but fiery, hot, 
and young, 

And readily he answer made with too presiunptuous 
tongue : 

** My noble lord, cast care away, and on your jour- 
ney wend. 

And trust this charge to me until your pilgrimage 
have end. 



" Rely upon my plighted faith, which shall be truly 

tried. 
To guard your lands, and ward your towers, and 

with your vassials .ride ; 
And for your lovely Lady's faith, so virtuous and 

so dear, 
I'll gage my head it knows no change, be absent 

thirty year." 

XIII. 

The noble Moringer took cheer when thus he heard 
him speak, 

And doubt forsook his troubled brow, and sorrow 
left his cheek ; 

A long adieu he bid^ to all — hoist topsails and 
away. 

And wanders in Saint Thomas-land seven twelve- 
months and a day. 
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XIV. 

It was tlie noble Moringer within an orchard slept. 
When on the Baron's slumbering sense a boding 

vision crept; 
And whispered in his ear a voice, " *T is time, Sir 

Knight, to wake, 
Thy lady and thy heritage another master take. 



"Thy tower another banner knows, thy steeds 

another rein. 
And stoop them to another's will thy gallant vassal 

train ; 
And she, the Lady of thy love, so faithful once and 

fair. 
This night within thy fethers* hall she weds Mar- 

stetten's heir." 

XVI. 

It is the noble Moringer starts up and tears his 

beard, 
" O would that I had ne'er been bom ! what tidings 

have I heard 1 
To lose my lordship and my lands the less would 

be my care. 
But, God ! that e'er a squire untrue should wed my 

Lady fair. 

xvn. 

" O good Saint Thomas, hear," he prayed, " my 

patron Saint art thou, 
A traitor robs me of my land even while I pay my 

vowl 
My wife he brings to infamy that was so pure of 

name, 
And I am far in foreign land, and must endure the 

shame." 
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It was the good Saint Thomas, then, who heard his 
pilgrim's prayer, 

And sent a sleep so deep and dead that it o'er- 
powered his care ; 

He waked in fair Bohemian land outstretched be- 
side a rill. 

High on the right a castle stood, low on the left a 
mill. 



The Moringer he started up as one from spell un- 
bound. 

And dizzy with surprise and joy gazed wildly all 
around ; 

"I know my fathers' ancient towers, the mill, the 
stream I know. 

Now blessed be my patron Saint, who cheered his 
pilgrim's woe ! " 

XX. 

He leant upon his pilgrim staff, and to the mill he 

drew. 
So altered was his goodly form that none their 

master knew : 
The Baron tb the miller said, " Good friend, for 

charity, 
Tell a poor palmer in your land what tidings may 

there be?" 



The miller answered him again, " He knew of little 
news. 

Save that the Lady of the land did a new bride- 
groom choose ; 

Her husband died in distant land, such is the con- 
stant word, [Lord. 

Hb death sits heavy on our souls, he was a worthy 
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XXII. 

"Of him I held the little mill which wins me living 
free, [to me ! 

Grod rest the Baron in his grave, he still was kind 

And when Saint Martin's tide comes round, and 
millei-s take their toll) 

The priest that prays for Moringer shall have both 
cope and stole." 

XXIII. 

It was the noble Moringer to climb the hill began. 

And stood before the bolted gate a woe and weary- 
man; 

"Now help me, every saint in heaven that can 
compassion take. 

To gain the entrance of my hall this woful match 
to break. 



His very knock it sounded' sad, his call was sad and 

slow. 
For heart and head, and voice and hand, were 

heavy all with woe ; 
And to the warder thus he spoke ; " Friend, to thy 

Lady say, 
A pilgrim from Saint Thomsis-land craves harbor 

for a day. 

XXV. 

" I*ve wandered many a weary step, my strength is 

wellnigh done, 
And if she turn me from her gate I *11 see no moiv 

row's sun ; 
I pray, for sweet Saint Thomas' sake, a pilgrim's 

bed and dole, 
And for the sake of Moringer's, her once-loved 

husband's soul." 
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XXVI. 

It was the stalwart warder then he came his dame 
before, 

" A pilgrim, worn and travel-toiled, stands at the 
castle door ; 

And prays, for sweet Saint Thomas* sake, for har- 
bor and for dole, 

And for the sake of Moringer, thy noble husband's 
soul." 

xxvu. 
The Lady's gentle heart was moved, " Do up the 

fate," she said, 
lid the wanderer welcome be to banquet 
and to bed ; 
And since he naunes my husband's name, so that he 

lists to stay. 
These towers shall be his harborage a twelvemonth 
and a day." 

XXVIII. 

It was the stalwart warder then undid the portal 
broad. 

It was the noble Moringer that o'er the threshold 
strode ; 

*' And have thou thanks, kind heaven," he said, 
" though from a man of sin, 

That the true lord stands here once more his castle- 
gate within." 

XXIX. 

Then up the halls paced Moringer, his step was sad 

and slow ; 
It sat full heavy on his heart, none seemed their 

Lord to know ; 
He sat him on a lowly bench, oppressed with woe 

and wrong. 
Short space he sat, but ne'er to him seemed little 

space so long. 
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XXX. 

Now spent was day, and feasting o'er, and come 

was evening hour. 
The time was nigh when new-made brides retire to 

nuptial bower ; 
" Our castle's wont," a brides-man said, " hath been 

both firm and long, 
Ko guest to harbor in our halls till he shall chant 

a song." 

XXXI. 

Then spoke the youthful bridegroom there as he 

sat by the bride, 
"My merry minstrel folk," quoth he, "lay shalm 

and harp aside ; 
Our pilgrim guest must sing a lay, the castle's rule 

to hold. 
And well his guerdon will I pay with garment and 

with gold." — 

XXXIL 

" Chill flows the lay of frozen age," 't was thus the 

pilgrim sung, 
"Nor golden mead nor garment gay, unlocks his 

heavy tongue ; 
Once did I sit, thou bridegroom gay, at board as 

rich as thine. 
And by my side as' fair a bride with all her charms 

was mine. 

XXXIII. 

" But time traced furrows on my fiwe, and I grew 

silver-haired, 
For locks of brown, and cheeks of youth, she left 

this brow and beard ; 
Once rich, but now a palmer poor, I tread life's 

latest stage. 
And mingle with your bridal mirth the lay of firo- 

zen age." 
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XXXIV. 

It was the noble Lady there this woful lay that 

hears, 
And for the aged pilgrim's grief her eye was dimmed 

with tears ; 
She bade her gallant cupbearer a golden beaker 

take, 
And bear it to the palmer poor to quaff it for her 

sake. 

XXXV. 

It was the noble Moringer that dropped amid the 

wine 
A bridal ring of burning gold so costly and so fine : 
Now listen, gentles, to my song, it tells you but the 

sooth, 
'Twas with that very ring of gold he pledged his 

bridal truth. 

XXXVI. 

Then to the cupbearer he said, "Do me one 

kindly deed. 
And should my better days return, full rich shall be 

thy meed ; 
Bear back the golden cup again to yonder bride so 

gay, 

And crave of her the courtesy to pledge the palmer 
gray." 

XXXVII. 

The cupbearer was courtly bred, nor was the boon 

denied. 
The golden cup he took again, and bore it to the 

bride; 
" Lady," he said, " your reverend guest sends this, 

and bids me pray. 
That, in thy noble courtesy thou pledge the pahner 

gray." ^ . 
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The ring hath caught the Lady's eye, she views it 

close and near, 
Then might you hear her shriek aloud, " The Mor 

inger is here ! " 
Then might you see her start from seat, while tears 

in torrents fell, 
But whether *t was for joy or woe, the ladies best 

can tell. 

XXXIX. 

But loud she uttered thanks to Heaven, and every 
saintly power, 

That had returned the Moringer before the mid- 
night hour ; 

And loud she uttered vow on vow, that never was 
. there bride, 

That had like her preserved her troth, or been so 
sorely tried. 

XL. 

" Yes, here I claim the praise," she said, " to con- 
stant matrons due. 

Who keep the troth that they have plight, so stead- 
fastly and true ; 

For count the term howe'er you will, so that you 
count aright, 

Seven twelve-months and a day are out when bells 
toll twelve to-night" 

XLI. 

It was Marstetten then rose up, his falchion there 

he drew, 
He kneeled before the Moringer, and down his 

weapon threw ; 
** My oath and knightly faith are broke," these were 

the words he said, 
" Then take, my liege, thy vassal's sword, and take 

thy vassal's head." .* 
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XLII. 

The noble Moriuger be smiled, and tben aloud did 
say, 

"He gathers wisdom that bath roamed seven twelve- 
months and a day ; 

Mj daughter now hath fifteen years, fame speaks 
her sweet and fair, 

I give her for the bride you lose, and name her for 
my heir. 

XLIII. 

" The young bridegroom hath youthful bride, the 

old bridegroom the old. 
Whose faith was kept till term and tide so punctu« 

ally were toldj^ 
But blessings on the warder kind that oped my 

castle gate. 
For had I come to-morrow tide, I came a day too 

late." 

1819. 



THE ERL-KING. 



TROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE. 

( J%e Eli-King is a gobtin that haunts the BUuk Forest in ThU' 
ringia. — To be read by a candle particularly long in the snt^ff.) 

O, WHO rides by night through the woodland so wild ? 
It is the fond father embracing his child ; 
And close the boy nestles within his loved arm. 
To hold himself fast, and to keep himself warm. 

" O father, see yonder ! see yonder ! " he says ; 
" My boy, upon'what doest thou fearfully gaze ? " — 
"O, 'tis the Erl-King with his crown and his 

shroud." — 
" No, my son, it is but a dark wreath of>the cloud." 
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( The Erl-King speaks.) 

" O come and go with me, thou loveliest child ; 
By many a gay sport shall thy time be beguiled; 
My mother keeps for thee full many a fair toy, 
And many a fine flower shall she pluck for my boy." 

" O father, my father, and did you not hear 
The Erl-King whisper so low in my ear ? " — 
" Be still, my heart's darling — my child, be at ease ; 
It was but the wild blast as it sung thro' the trees." 

EH-King. 

" O wilt thou ffo with me, thou loveliest boy ? 

My daughter snail tend thee with care and with joy; 

She shall bear thee so lightly thro' wet and thro* 

wild, 
And press thee, and kiss thee, and sing to my child." 

" O father, my father, and saw you not plain, 

The Erf-King's pale daughter glide past thro' the 

rain ? " — 
" O yes, my loved treasure, I knew it full soon ; 
It was the gray willow that danced to the moon." 

Erl-King. 

" O come and go with me, no longer delay, 
Or else, silly cmld, I will drag thee away." — 
" O father ! O father I now, now keep your hold, 
The Erl-King has seized me, his grasp is so cold ! " 

Sore trembled the father ; he spurred through the 

wild, 
Claspinff close to his bosom his shuddering child ; 
He reaches his dwelling in doubt and in dread. 
But, clasped to his bosom, the infant was dead ! " 
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JUVENILE LINES FROM VIRGIL. 

" Scott'8 Autobiography tells us that his translations in verse 
from Horace and Yirgil were often approved by Dr. Adams, [Rec- 
tor of the High School, Edinburgh.] One of these little pieces, 
written in a weak boyish scrawl, within pencilled marks still vis- 
ible, had been carefully preserved by his mother : it was found 
folded up in a cover, inscribed by the old lady — '• My Walter^s 
First lAnes^ 1782." — Lockhart, Life of Scott. 

In awful ruins ^tna thunders nigh, 
And sends in pitchy whirlwinds to the sky- 
Black clouds of smoke, which still as they aspire, 
From their dark sides there bursts the glowing fire ; 
At other times huge balls of fire are tossed, 
That lick the stars, and in the smoke are lost : 
Sometimes the mount, with vast convulsions torn, 
Emits hu^e rocks, which instantly are borne 
With loud explosions to the starry skies. 
The stones made liquid as the huge mass flies, 
Then back again with greater weight recoils. 
While .^tna thundering from the Dottom boils. 

1782. Aged 11. 



ON A THUNDERSTORM. 

" In Scott's Introduction to the Lay, he alludes to an original 
efifusion of theses ' schoolboy days,' prompted by a thunderstorm, 
which he says, * was much approved of, until a malevolent critic 
spruug up in the shape of an apothecary's blue-buskinedwife,' 
etc., etc. These lines, and another short piece ' On the Setting 
Sun,' were lately found wrapped up in a cover, inscribed by Dr. 
Adams, * Walter Scott, July, 1788.' " 

Loud o'er my head though awful thunders roll, 
And vivid lightnings flash from pole to, pole. 
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Yet 'tis thy voice, my God, that bids them fly, 
Thy arm directs those lightnings through the sky. 
Then let the good thy mighty name revere, 
And hardened sinners thy just vengeance fear. 

1788. Aged 12. 



ON THE SETTING SUN. 

Those evening clouds, that setting ray, 
And beauteous tints, serve to display 

Their great Creator's praise ; 
Then let the short-lived thing called man, 
Whose life 's comprised within a span, 

To him hb homage raise. 

We often praise the evening clouds, 

And tints so gay and bold. 
But seldom think upon our God, 

Who tinged these clouds with gold. 

1788. 



THE VIOLET. 

It appears from the life of Scott, that these lines, first published 
In the English Minstrelsy, 1810, were written in 1797, on occaaioii 
of the Poet's disappointment in love. 

The violet in her green-wood bower. 

Where birchen boughs with hazels mingle, 

May boast itself the fairest flower 
In glen, or copse, or forest dingle. 

Though fair her gems of azure hue, 

Beneath the dew-drop*s weight reclining ; 

I *ve seen an eye of lovelier blue. 

More sweet through wat*ry lustre shining. 
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The summer sun that dew shall diy, 
Ere yet the day be past its morrow ; 

Nor longer in my false love's eye 
Kemamed the tear of parting sorrow. 



1797. 



TO A LADY, 

WITH FLOWERS FROM A ROMAN WALL. 

Written in 1797, on an excursion from CUlIsland, in 
Cumberland. 

Take these flowers which, purple waving, 

On the ruined rampart grew, 
Where, the sons of freedom braving, 

Rome's imperial standards flew. 

Warriors from the breach of danger 

Pluck no longer laurels there ; 
They but yield the passing stranger 

Wild-flower wreaths for Beauty's hair. 

1797. 



FRAGMENTS. 

(1.) BOTHWELL CASTLE. 

The foUowing fragment of a ballad written at Bothwell Castle, 
in the autumn of 1799, was first printed in the life of Sir Walter 
Scott. 

When fruitful Clydesdale's apple-bowers 

Are mellowing in the moon ; 
When sighs round Pembroke's ruined towers 

The siStry breath of June ; 
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When Clyde, despite his sheltering wood, 

Must leave his channel dry ; 
And vainly o'er the limpid flood 

The angler guides his fly ; 

If chance by Bothwell's lovely braes 

A wanderer thou hast been, 
Or hid thee from the summer's blaze 

In Blantyre's bowers of green, 

Full where the copsewood opens wild 

Thy pilgrim step hath staid, 
Where Bothwell's towers, in ruin piled, 

O'erlook the verdant glade ; 

And many a tale of love and fear 
Hath mingled with the scene — 

Of Bothwelrs banks that bloomed so dear. 
And Bothwell's bonny Jean. 

O, if with rugged minstrel lays 

Unsated be thy ear, 
And thou of deeds of other days 

Another tale wilt hear. — 

Then all beneath the spreading beach, 

Flung careless on the lea, 
The Grothic muse the tale shall teach 

Of Bothwell's sbters three. 

Wight Wallace stood on Deckmont head, 

He blew his bugle round. 
Till the wild bull m Cadyow wood 

Has started at the sound. 

St George's cross, o'er Bothwell hung, 

Was waving far and wide. 
And from the lofty turret flung 

Its crimson blaze on Clyde ; 
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And rising at the bundle blast 

That marked the Scottish foe, 
Old England's yeomen mustered fast, 

And bent the Norman bow. 

Tall in the midst Sir Aylmer rose, 
Proud Pembroke's Earl was he — 

While" 

1799. 



(2.) THE SHEPHERD'S TALE. 

<* Another hn perfect ballad, in which he had meant to blend 
together two legendfl familiar to eyerj reader of Scottish history 
and romance, has been found in the same portfolio, and the 
tiandwriting proves it to be of the same early date.'^ — Lockhart, 



And ne'er but once, my son, he says, 

Was yon sad cavern trod. 
In persecution's iron days, 

When the land was left by Grod. 

From Bewlie bo^, with slaughter red, 

A wanderer hither drew, 
And oft he stopt and turned his head, 

As by fits the night wind blew; 

For trampling round by Cheviot edge 

Were heai3 the troopers keen. 
And frequent from the Whitelaw ridge 

The death-shot flashed between. 

The moonbeams through the misty shower 

On yon dark cavern fell ; 
Through the cloudy night the snow gleamed white, 

Which sunbeam ne'er could quefi. 

" Yon cavern dark is rough and rude. 
And cold its jaws of snow ; 
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But more rough and rude are the men of blood, 
That hunt my Kfe below ! 

" Yon spell-bound den, as the aged tell, 

Was newn by demon's hands ; 
But I had lourd * melle with the fiends of hell, 

Than with Clavers and his band." 

He heard the deep-mouthed bloodhound bark. 

He heard the horses neigh, 
He plunged him in the cavern dark, 

And downward sped his way. 

Now faintly down the winding path 

Came the cry of faulting hound, 
And the muttered oath of baulked wrath 

Was lost in hollow sound. 

He threw him on the flinted floor, 

And held his breath for fear; 
He rose and Bitter cursed his foes, 

As the sounds died on his ear. 

" O bare thine arm, thou battling Lord, 

For Scotland's wandering band ; 
Dash from the oppressor's grasp the sword. 

And sweep him from the land I 

" Forget not thou thy people's groans 

From dark Dunnotter's tower. 
Mixed with the seafowl's shrilly moans. 

And Ocean's bursting roar ! 

" O, in fell Clavers* hour of pride, 

Even in his mightiest day, 
As bold he strides through conquest's tide, 

O stretch him on the clay I 

1 Lourd; i. e. liefer— rather. 
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" His widow and his little ones, 

O may their tower of trust 
Bemove its strong foundation stones, 

And crush them in the dust ! " — 

" Sweet prayers to me," a voice replied, 
" Thrice welcome, guest of mine ! " 

And glimmering on the cayem side, 
A fight was seen to shine. 

An aged man, in amice brown, 

Stood by the wanderer's side, 
Bypowerfiil charm, a dead man's arm 

Tne torch's fight suppfied. 

From each stiff finger, stretched upright, 

Arose a ghastly flame, 
That waved not m the blast of night 

Which through the cavern came. 

O, deadly blue was that taper's hue, 

That flamed the cavern o'er, 
But more deadly blue was the ghastly hue 

Of his eyes who the taper bore. 

He laid on his head a hand like lead. 

As heavy, pale, and cold — 
" Vengeance be thine, thou guest of mine, 

If thy heart be firm and bold. 

" But if faint thy heart, and csutiff fear 

Thy recreant sinews know, 
The mountain erne thy heart shall tear, 

Thy nerves the hooded crow." 

The wianderer raised him undismayed : 

" My soul, by dangers steeled, 
Is stubborn as my border blade, 

Which never knew to yield. 
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" And if thy power can speed the hour 

Of vengeance on my foes, 
Theirs be the fate, from bridge and gate, 

To feed the hooded crows.** 

The Brownie looked him in the face, 

And his color fled with speed — 
" I fear me," quoth he, " uneath it will be 

To match thy word and deed. 

" In ancient days when English bands 

Sore ravaged Scotland fair, 
The sword and shield of Scottish land 

Was valiant Halbert Kerr. 

" A warlock loved the warrior well. 

Sir Michael Scott by name. 
And he sought for his sake a spell to make, 

Should the Southern foemen tame. 

" * Look thou,* he said, * from Cessford head, 

• As the July sun sinks low. 

And when glimmering white on Cheviot's height, 

Thou shaSt spy a wreath of snow, 
The spell is complete which shall bring to thy feet 

The haughty Saxon foe.* 

" For many a year wrought the wizard here, 

In Cheviot's bosom low, 
nil the spell was complete, and in July*8 heat 

Appeared December's snow ; 
But Cessford*s Halbert never came 

The wondrous cause to know. 

" For years before in Bowden aisle 

The warrior*8 bones had lain. 
And after short while, by female guile, 

Sir Michael Scott was slain. 
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" But me and my brethren in this cell 

His mighty charms retain, — 
And he that can quell the powerful spell 

Shall o*er broad Scotland reign/' 

He led him through an iron door 

And up a winding stair, 
And in wild amaze did the wanderer gaze 

On the sight which opened there. 

Through the gloomy niffht flashed ruddy light, — 

A thousand torches glow ; 
The cave rose high, hke the vaulted sky, 

O'er stalls in double row. 

In every stall of that endless hall, 

Stood a steed in barbing bright ; 
At the foot of each steed, 2l armed save the head, 

Lay stretched a stalwart knight 

In each mailed hand was a naked brand ; 

As they lay on the black bull's hide, 
Each visage stern did upwards turn. 

With eyeballs fixed and wide. 

A launcegay strong, full twelve ells long. 

By every warrior hung ; 
At each pommel there, for battle yare, 

A Jedwood axe was slung. 

The casque hung near each cavalier ; 

The plumes waved mournfully 
At every tread which the wanderer made 

Through the hall of gramarye. 

The ruddy beam of the torches* gleam 

That glared the warriors on. 
Reflected light from armor bright. 

In noontide splendor shone. 
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And onward seen in lustre sheen, 

Still lengthening on the sight, 
Through the boundless hall stood steeds in stall, 

And by each lay a sa^le knight 

Still as the dead lay each horseman dread, 
And moved nor limb nor tongue ; 

Each steed stood stiff as an earthfast cliff. 
Nor hoof nor bridle rung. 

No sounds through all the spacious hall 

The deadly still divide, 
Save where echoes from the vaulted roof 

To the wanderer's step replied. 

At length before his wondering eyes, 

On an iron column borne, 
Of antique shape, and giant size. 

Appeared a sword and horn. 

" Now choose thee here," quoth his leader, 

" Thy venturous fortune try : 
Thy woe and weal, thy boot and bale, 

Li yon brand and bugle lie " 

To fatal brand he mounted his hand. 
But his soul did quiver and quail ; 

The life-blood did start to his shuddering heart, 
And left him wan and pale. 

The brand he forsook, and the horn he took 

To 'say a gentle sound ; 
But so wild a blast from the bugle brast 

That the Cheviot rocked around. 

From Forth to Tees, from seas to seas, 

The awful bu^^le rung ; 
On Carlisle wall, and Berwick withal, 

To arms the warders sprung. 
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"With clank and clang the cavern rang, 

The steeds did stamp and neigh ; 
And loud was the yell as each warrior fell 

Sterte up with hoop and cry. 

" Woe, woe,*' they cried, " thou caitiff coward, 

That ever thou wert born I 
Why drew ye not the knightly sword 

Before ye blew the horn ? " 

The morning on the mountain shone, 

And on the bloody ground. 
Hurled from the cave with shivered bone, 

The mangled wretch was found. 

And still beneath the cavern dread, 

Among the glidders gray, 
A shapeless stone with lichens spread 

Marks where the wanderer lay. 

1799. 



(3.) CHEVIOT. 

Go sit old Cheviot's crest below, 
And pensive mark the lingering snow 

In all his scaurs abide. 
And slow dissolving from the hill 
In many a sightless, soundless rill, 

Feed sparkling Bowmont's tide. 

Fair shines the stream by bank and lea. 
As wimpling to the eastern sea 

She seeks TilPs sullen bed. 
Indenting deep the fatal plain, 
Where Scotland's noblest, brave in vain, 

Around their monarch bled. 

And westward hills on hills you see. 
Even as old Ocean's mightiest sea. . 
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Heaves high her waves of foam, 
Dark and snow-ridged from Cutsfeld's wold 
To the proud foot of Cheviot rolled, 
Earth's mountain billows come. 
♦ ♦♦♦♦« 

1799. 



(4.) THE REIVER'S WEDDING. 

In " The Reiver's Wedding," the Poet had evidently dedgned 
to blend together two traditional stories concerning his own fore- 
fothers, the Scots of Harden, which are detailed in the first chap- 
ters of his Life. The biographer adds : — "I know not for what 
reason. Loch wood, the ancient fortress of the Johnstones in An- 
nandale, has been substituted for the real locality of his ances- 
tor *s drumhead Wedding Contract." 

O will ye hear a mirthful bourd ? 

Or will ye hear of courtesie ? 
Or will hear how a gallant lord 

Was wedded to a gay ladye ? 

" Ca' out the hye," quo' the village herd, 

As he stood on the knowe, 
" Ca* this ane's nine and that ane's ten. 

And bauld Lord William's cow.'* — 

" Ah I by my sooth," quoth William then, 

** And stands it that way now. 
When knave and churl have nine and ten, 

That the Lord has but his cow ? 

" I swear by the light of the Michaehuas moon, 

And the might of Maiy high, 
And by the e(%e of my braidsword brown, 

They shall soon say Harden's kye." 

He took a bugle frae his ^de. 

With names carved o'er and o'er— 
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Full many a chief of meickle pride 
That border bugle bore — ^ 

He blew a note baith sharp and hie, 
1^ rock and water rang around — 

Three-score of moss-troopers and three 
Have mounted at that bugle sound. 

The Michaelmas moon had entered then, 

And ere she wan the full, 
Ye might see by her light in Harden glen 

A bow o' kye and a oassened bull. 

And loud and loud in Harden tower 
The quaigh gaed round wi' meikle glee ; 

For the English beef was brought in bower, 
And the English ale flowed merrilie. 

And mony a guest from Teviotside 

And Yarrow's Braes was there ; 
Was never a lord in Scotland wide 

That made more dainty fare. 

They ate, they laughed, they sang and quaffed, 

Till nought on board was seen. 
When knight and squire were boune to dine. 

But a spur of silver sheen. 

Lord William has ta'en his berry brown steed — 

A sore shent man was he ; 
" Wait ye, my guests, a little speed — 

Weel feasted ye shall be." 

He rode him down by Falsehope bum. 

His cousin dear to see. 
With him to take a riding turn — 

Wat-draw-the-sword was he. 

1 This celebrated horn is still in the possession of the chief of 
the Haxden &mily, Lord Polwarth. 
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And when he came to Falsehope glen, 

Beneath the trysting-tree, 
On the smooth green was carved plain, 

" To LochwoSd bound are we." * 

" O if they be gane to dark Lochwood 

To drive the Warden's gear, 
Betwixt our names, I ween, there *s feud ; 

I'll go and have ray share: 

" For little reck I for Johnstone's feud. 

The Warden though he be," 
So Lord William is away to dark Lochwood, 

With riders barely three. 

The Warden's daughters in Lochwood sate. 

Were all both fair and gay. 
All save the Lady Margaret, 

And she was wan and wae. 

The sister, Jean, had a full fair skin, 

And Grace was bauld and braw ; 
But the leal-fast heart her breast within 

It weel was worth them a*. 

Her father's pranked her sisters twa 

With meikle joy and pride ; 
But Margaret maun seek Dundrennan's wa' — 

She ne'er can be a bride. 

On spear and casque by gallants gent 

Her sisters' scans were borne. 
But never at tilt or tournament 

Were Margaret's colors worn. 

l*'At Linton, in Roxburghshire, there is a circle of stones 
sarrounding a smooth plot of turf, called the Tryst, or place of 
appointment, which tradition avers to have been the rendesYous 
of the neighboring warriors. The name of the leader was cut in 
the turf, and the arrangement of the letters announced to his 
followers the course which he liad taken." — Introduction to the 
Minstrelsy. 
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Her sisters rode to Thirlstane bower, 

But she was left at hame 
To wander round the gloomy tower, 

And sigh young Ilarden's name. 

" Of all the knights, the knight most fair, 

From Yarrow to the Tyne," 
Soft sighed the maid, " is Harden's heir, 

But ne'er can he be mine ; 

" Of all the maids, the foulest maid 

From Teviot to the Dee, 
Ah ! " sighing sad, that lady said, 

"Can ne'er young Harden's be." — 

She looked up the briery glen. 

And up the mossy brae. 
And she saw a score of her father's men 

Yclad in the Johnstone gray. 

O fast and fast they downwards sped 

The moss and briers among. 
And in the midst the troopers led 

A shackled knight along. 

1802. 



THE BARD'S INCANTATION. 

WMTTEN UNDER THE THREAT OF INVASION IN THE 
AUTUMN OF 1804. 

The forest of Glenmore is drear. 

It is all of black pine and the dark oak-tree ; 
And the midnight wind, to the mountain deer, 

Is whistling the forest lullaby : 
The moon looks through the drifting storm. 
But the troubled lake reflects not her form, 
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For the waves roll whitening to the land, 
And dash against the shelvy strand. 
There is a voice among the trees, 

That mingles with the groaning oa£ — 
That mingles with the stormy breeze, 

And the lake-waves dashing against the rock ;— 
There is a voice within the wood, 
The voice of the bard in fitful mood ; 
His song was louder than the blast. 
As the bard of Glenmore through the forest past, 

" Wake ye from your sleep of death. 
Minstrels and bards of other days I 

For the midnight wind is on the heath. 
And the midnight meteors dimly blaze : 

The Spectre with his Bloody Hand,^ 

Is wandering through the wild woodland ; 

The owl and the raven are mute for dread, 

And the time is meet to awake the dead ! 

" Souls of the mighty, wake and say, 

To what high strain your harps were strung, 
When Lochlin ploughed her billowy way, 

And on your shores her Norsemen flung ? 
Her Norsemen trained to spoil and blood, 
Skilled to prepare the Raven's food, 
All, by your harpings, doomed to die 
On bloody Largs and Loncarty.* 

" Mute are ye all ? No murmurs strange 
Upon the midnight breeze sail by; 

Nor through the pmes, with whistling change, 
Mimic the harp's wild harmony I 

Mute are ye now ? — Ye ne'er were mute, 

When Murder with his bloody foot, 

1 The forest of Glenmore is haunted by a spirit called Lham- 
dearg, or Red-hand. 

s Where the Norwegian invaders of Scotland receired two 
bloody defeats. 
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And Kaplne with liis iron hand, 

Were hovering near yon mountain strand. 

** O yet awake the str£un to tell, 

By every deed in song enrolled. 
For eveiT chief who fought or fell, 

For Albion's weal in battle bold : — 
From Coilgaeh,* first who rolled his car 
Through the deep ranks of Roman war, 
To him, of veteran memory dear. 
Who victor died on Aboukir. 

** By all their swords, by all their scars, 

By all their names, a mighty spell I 
By all their wounds, by all their wars. 

Arise, the mighty strain to tell ! 
For fiercer than fierce Hengist's strain. 
More impious than the heathen Dane, 
More grasping than all grasping-Rome, 
Gaul's ravening legions hither come ! " 
The wind is hushed, and still the lake — 

Strange murmurs fill my tinkling ears. 
Bristles my hair, my sinews quake. 

At the dread voice of other years — 
" When targets clashed, and bugles rung, 
And blades round warriors' heads were flungy 
The foremost of the band were we. 
And hymned the joys of Liberty ! " 

1 The Galgacus of Tacitus. 
VOL. III. 11 
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HELLVELLYN. 

In the flpring of 1805, a young gentleman of talents, and of a 
most amiable disposition, perished bj losing his way on the moan- 
tain Hellvellyn. His remains were not discovered till three months 
afterwards, when they were found guarded by a faithftil terrier- 
bitch, his constant attendant during frequent solitary rambles 
through the wilds of Cumberland and Westmoreland. 

I CLIMBED the dark brow of the mighty Hellvellyn, 
Lakes and mountains beneath me gleamed misty 
and wide ; 
All was still, save by fits, when the eagle was yell- 
ing, 
And starting around me the echoes replied. 
On the right, Striden-edge round the Red-tarn was 

bending, 
And Catchedicam its left verge was defending, 
One huge nameless rock in the front was ascending, 
When I marked the sad spot where the wanderer 
had died. 

Dark green was the spot 'mid the brown mountain- 
heather, 
Where the Pilgrim of Nature lay stretched in 
decay, 
Like the corpse of an outcast abandoned to weather. 
Till the mountain winds wasted the tenandess 
clay. 
Nor-yet quite deserted, though lonely extended. 
For, faithful in death, his mute favorite attended, 
The much-loved remains of her master defended, 
And chased the hill-fox and the raven away. 

How long didst thou think that his silence was 
slumber ? 
When the wind waved his garment, how oft didst 
thou start ? 
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How many long days and long weeks didst thou 
number, 
Ere he faded before thee, the friend of thy heart ? 
And, oh, was it meet, that — no requiem read o'er 

him — 
No mother to weep, and no friend to deplore him, 
And thou, little guardian, alone stretched before 
him, — 
Unhonored the Pilgrim from life should depart ? 

When a Prince to the fate of the Peasant has 
yielded. 
The tapestry waves dark round the dim-lighted 
hall; 
With scutcheons of silver the coffin is shielded, 
And pa^es stand mute by the canopied pall : 
Through me courts, at deep midnight, the torches 

are gleaming ; 
In the proudly-arched chapel the banners are 

beaming. 
Far adown the long jusle sacred music is streaming, 
Lamenting a Chief of the people should fall. 

But meeter for thee, gentle lover of nature. 

To lay down thy head like the meek mountain 
lamb, 
When, wildered, he drops from some cliff huge in 
stature. 
And draws his last sob by the side of his dam. 
And more stately thy couch by this desert lake 

lying, 
Thy obsequies sung by the gray plover flying. 
With one faithful friend but to witness thy dying, 
In the arms of Hellvellyn and Catchedicam. 

1805. 
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THE DYING BARD. 

Air — Daffydz Gangwen. 

The Welsh tradition bears, that a Bard, on his death-bed, de- 
manded his harp, and played the air to which these verses are 
adapted ; requesting that it might be performed at liis funeral. 



DiNAS Emlinn, lament ; for the moment is nigh, 
When mute in the woodlands thine echoes shall die : 
No more by sweet Teivi Cadwallon shall rave, 
And mix his wild notes with the wild dashing wave. 

II. 

In spring and in autumn thy glories of shade 
Unhonored shall flourish, unhonored shall fade ; 
For soon shall be lifeless the eye and the tongue, 
That viewed them with rapture, with rapture that 
sung. 



Thy sons, Dinas Emlinn, may march in their pride, 
And chase the proud Saxon from Prestatyn's side ; 
But where is the harp shall give life to their name ? 
And where is the bard shall give heroes their fame ? 

IV. 

And oh, Dinas Emlinn ! thy daughters so fair. 
Who heave the white bosom, and wave the dark 

hair; 
What tuneful enthusiast shall worship their eye, 
When half of their charms with Cadwallon shall die ? 



Then adieu, silver Teivi ! I quit thy loved scene, 
To join the dim choir of the bards who have been ; 
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"With Lewarch, and Meilor, and Merlin the Old, 
And sage Taliessin, high harping to hold. 



And adieu, Dinas Emlinn ! still green be thy shades, 
Unconquered thy warriors, and matchless thy maids I 
And thou, whose faint warbhngs my weakness can 

tell. 
Farewell, my loved Harp I my last treasure, fare- 
well! 

1806. 



THE NORMAN HORSE-SHOE. 

Air — The War- Song oftk^ Men of Glamorgan. 

The Welsh, inhabiting a mountainoas country, and possessing 
only an inferior breed of horses, were usually unable to encoun- 
ter the shock of the Anglo-Norman cavalry. Occasionally, how- 
ever, they were successful Id repelling the invaders ; and the fol- 
lowing verses are supposed to celebrate a defeat of Clare, Earl of 
Strignil and Pembroke, and of Neville, Baron of Chepstow, Lords- 
Blarehers of Monmouthshire. Rymny is a stream which divides 
the counties of Monmouth and Glamorgan : Caerphili, the scene 
of the supposed battle, is a vale upon its banks, dignified by the 
ruins of a very ancient castle. 

I. 

Red glows the forge in Striffuirs bounds, 
And hammers din, and anvil sounds. 
And armorers, with iron toil, 
Barb many a steed for battle's broil. 
Foul fall the hand which bends the steel 
Around the courser's thundering heel. 
That e*er shall dint a sable wound 
On fair Glamorgan's velvet ground ! 



From Chepstow's towers, ere dawn of morn, 
Was heard afar the bugle-horn ; 
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And forth, in banded pomp and pride, 
Stout Clare and fiery Neville ride. 
They swore, their banners broad should gleam, 
In crimson light, on Rymny*s stream ; 
They vowed, Caerphili*s sod should feel 
The Norman charger's spurning heel. 



And sooth they swore — the sun arose. 
And Rymny's wave with crimson glows ; 
For Clare's red banner, floating wide, 
Rolled down the stream to Severn's tide I 
And sooth they vowed — the trampled green 
Showed where hot Neville's chai-ge had been : 
In every sable hoof-tramp stood 
A Norman horseman's curdling blood! 

IV. 

Old Chepstow's brides may curse the toil. 
That armed stout Clare for Cambrian broil ; 
Their orphans long the art may rue. 
For Neville's war-horse forged the shoe. 
No more the stamp of armed steed 
Shall dint Glamorgan's velvet mead ; 
Nor trace be there, in early spring, 
Save of the Fairies' emerald ring. 

1806. 



THE MAID OF TORO. 

O, LOW shone the sun on the fair lake of Toro, 
And weak were the whispers that waved the dark 
wood. 
All as a fair maiden, bewildered in sorrow. 

Sorely sighed to the breezes, and wept to the 
flood. 
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" O saints, from the mansions of bliss lowly bending ; 

Sweet Virgin I who hearest the suppliant's cry, 
Now grant my petition, in anguish ascending. 

My Henrj' restore, or let Eleanor die ! " 

All distant and faint were the sounds of the battle. 
With the breezes they rise, with the breezes 
they fail. 
Till the shout, and the groan, and the conflict's 
dread rattle, 
And the chase's wild clamor, came loading the 
gale. 
Breathless she gazed on the woodlands so dreary ; 

Slowly approaching a warrior was seen ; 
Life's ebbing tide marked his footsteps so weary. 
Cleft was his helmet, and woe was his mien. 

" O save thee, fair maid, for our armies are flying ! 
O save thee, fair maid, for thy guardian is low ! 
Deadly cold on yon heath thy brave Henry is lying, 
And fast through the woodland approaches the 
foe." 
Scarce could he falter the tidings of sorrow. 

And scarce could she hear them benumbed with 
despair : 
And when the sun sank on the sweet lake of Toro, 
Forever he set to the Brave and the Fair. 

1806. 



THE PAUVIER. 

" O OPEN the door, some pity to show. 
Keen blows the northern wind ! 

The glen is white with the drifted snow, 
And the path is hard to find. 

" No outlaw seeks your casd^^ate, 
From chasing the King's wr, 
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Though even an outlaw's wretched state 
Might claim compassion here. 

" A weary Palmer, worn and weak, 

I wander for my sin ; 
O open, for Our Lady's sake ! 

A pilgrim's blessing win ! 

" 1 11 give vou pardons from the Pope, 
And rehques from o'er the sea ; 

Or if for these you will not ope, 
Yet open for charity. 

" The hare is crouchinor in her form, 

The hart beside the hind ; 
An aged man, amid the storm. 

No shelter can I find. 

" You hear the Ettrick's sullen roar. 
Dark, deep, and strong is he, 

And I must ford the Ettrick o'er. 
Unless you pity me. 

" The iron gate is bolted hard, 

At which I knock in vain ; 
The owner's heart is closer barred. 

Who hears me thus complain. 

" Farewell, farewell ! and Mary grant, 
When old and frail you be, 

You never may the shelter want, 
That's now denied to me." 

The Ranger on his couch lay warm, 
And heard him plead in vain ; 

But oft amid December storm, 
He '11 hear that voice again : 
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For lo, when through the vapors dank, 

Morn shone on Lttrick fair, 
A corpse amid the alders rank, 

The Pahner weltered there. 

1806. 



THE MAID OF NEIDPATH. 

There is a tradition in Tweeddale, tliat, when Neidpath Castle, 
near Peebles, was inhabited by the JtSarls of March, a mutual pas- 
sion subsisted between a daufi^hter of that noble family, and a son 
of the Laird of Tushielaw, in Ettrick forest. As the alliance was 
thought unsuitable by her parents, the young man went abroad. 
During his absence, the lady fell into a consumption ; and at 
length, as the only means of saving her life, her father consented 
that her lover should be recalled. On the day when he was ex- 
pected to pass through Peebles, on the road to Tushielaw, the 
young lady, though much exhausted, caused herself to be carried 
to the balcony of a house in Peebles, belonging to the family, 
that she might see him as he rode past. Her anxiety and eager- 
ness gave such force to her organs, that she is said to have dis- 
tinguished his horse's footsteps at an incredible distance. But 
Tushielaw, unprepared for the change in her appearance, and 
not expecting to see her in that place, rode on without recogniz- 
ing her, or even slackening his pace. The lady was unable to 
support the shock ; and, after a short struggle, died in the arms 
of her attendants. There is an incident similar to this traditional 
tale in Count Hamilton's " i'leur d'Epine." 

O LOVERS* eyes are sharp to see, 

And lovers' ears in hearing ; 
And love, in life's extremity, 

Can lend an hour of cheering. 
Disease had been in Mary's bower, 

And slow decay from mourning. 
Though now she sits on Neidpath's tower, 

To watch her love's retummg. 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright, 

Her form decayed by pining, 
Till through her wasted hand, at night, 

You saw the taper shining ; 
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By fits, a sultry hectic hue 
Across her cheek were flying ; 

By fits, so ashy pale she grew, 
Her maidens thought her dying. 

Yet keenest powers to see and hear, 

Seemed in her frame residing ; 
Before the watch-dog pricked his ear, 

She heard her lover's riding ; 
Ere scarce a distant form was kenned, 

She knew, and waved to greet him ; 
And o*er the battlement did bend, 

As on the wing to meet him. 

He came — he passed — an heedless gaze 

As o'er some stranger glancing ; 
Her welcome, spoke m faltering phrase. 

Lost in his courser's prancing — 
The castle arch, whose hollow tone 

Returns each whisper spoken. 
Could scarcely catch the feeble moan. 

Which told her heart was broken. 



1806. 



WANDERING WILLIE. 

All joy was bereft me the day that you left me. 
And climbed the tall vessel to sail yon wide sea ; 

O weary betide it ! I wandered beside it. 

And banned it for parting my Willie and me. 

Far o'er the wave hast thou followed thy fortune, 
Oft fought the squadrons of France and of Spain ; 

Ae kiss of welcome 's worth twenty at parting, 
Now I hae gotten my Willie again. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WANDERING WILLIE. 171 

When the sky it was mirk, and the winds they were 
wailing, 
I sat on the beach wi* the tear in my ee, 
And thought o* the bark where my Willie was 
sailing. 
And wished that the tempest could a' blaw on me. 

Now that thy gallant ship rides at her mooring, 
Now that my wanderer 's in safety at hame, 

Music to me were the wildest winds' roaring. 

That e*er o*er Inch-Keith drove the dark ocean 
faem. 

When the lights they did blaze, and the guns they 
did rattle. 

And blithe was each heart for the great victory, 
In secret I wept for the dangers of battle, 

And thy glory itself was scarce comfort to me.. 

But now shalt thou tell, while I eagerly listen. 
Of each bold adventure, and every brave scar ; 

And trust me, I'll smile, though my een they may 
glisten ; 
For sweet after danger 's the tale of the war. 

And oh, how we doubt when there's distance 'tween 
lovers. 
When there 'snaething to speak to the heart thro' 
the ee : 
How often the kindest and warmest prove rovers. 
And the love of the faithfullest ebbs like the sea. 

Till, at times — could I help it? — I pined and I 
pondered. 
If love could change notes like the bird on the 
tree — 
Now I'll ne'er ask if thine eyes may hae wandered, 
Enough, thy leal heart has been constant to me. 
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Welcome, from "sweeping o'er sea and through 
channel, 

Hardships and danger despising for fame, 
Furnishing story for glory's bright annal, 

Welcome, my wanderer, to Jeanie and hame ! 

Enough, now thy story in annals of glory 

Has humbled the pride of France, Holland, and 
Spain ; [leave me, 

No more shalt thou grieve me, no more shalt thou 
I never will part with my Willie again. 

1806. 



HEALTH TO LORD MELVILLE. 

Air — Carrickfergus. 

"The impeachment of Lord Melville was among the first 
measures of the new (Whig) Government; and personal affec- 
tion and gratitude graced as well as heightened the zeal with 
which Scott watched the issue of this, in his eyes, vindictive 
proceeding ; but, though the ex-minister's ultimate acquittal was; 
as to all the charges involving his personal honor, complete, it 
must now be allowed that the investigation brought out many 
circumstances by no means creditable to his discretion ; and the 
rejoicings of his friends ought not, therefore, to have been scorn- 
fully jubilant. Such they were, however — at least in Edin- 
burgh; and Scott took his share in them by inditing a song, 
which was sung by James Ballantyne, and received with clamor- 
ous applauses', at a public dinner given in honor of the event, 
on the 27th of June, 1806." — Lockkarfs Life. 

Since here we are set in array round the table. 
Five hundred good fellows well met in a hall, 
Come listen, brave boys, and I'll sing as I'm able 
How innocence triumphed and pride got a fall. 

But push round the claret — 

Come, stewards, don't spare it — 
With rapture yoii '11 drink to the toast that I give ; 

Here, boys, 

Oflf with it merrily — 
Melville for ever, and long may he live I 
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What were the Whigs doing, when boldy pursuing, 

Pitt banished Rebellion, gave Treason a string ; 
Why, they swore on their honor, for Arthur 

O'Connor, 
And fought hard for Despard against country and 
kmor. 

Well, then, we knew, boys, 
Pitt and Melville were true boys, 
And the tempest was raised by the friends of Ileform. 
Ah! woe! 

Weep to his memory ; 
Low lies the pilot that weathered the storm ! 

And pray, don*t you mind when the Blues first 
were raising, 
And we scarcely could think the house safe o'er 
our heads ? 
When villains and coxcombs, French politics prais- 
ing, 
Drove peace from our tables and sleep from our 
beds? 

Our hearts they grew bolder 
When, musket on shoulder. 
Stepped forth our old Statesmen example to give. 
Come, boys, never fear, 
Drink the Blue grenadier — 
Here's to old Harry, and long may he live ! 

They would turn us adrift, though rely, sir, upon it — 

Our own faithful chronicles warrant us tliat 
The free mountaineer and his bonny blue bonnet 
Have oft gone as far as the regular's hat. 

We laugh at their taunting, 

For all we are wanting 
Is license our life for our country to give. 

Off with it merrily. 

Horse, foot, and artillery, 
Each loyal Volunteer, long may he live I 

Digitized by Google 



174 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

'Tis not us alone, boys — the Army and Navy 

Have each got a slap 'mid their politic pranks ; 
Comwallis cashiered, that watched winters to save 

ye, 

And the Cape called a bauble, unworthy of thanks. 

But vain is their taunt, 

No soldier shall want 
The thanks that his country to valor can give : 

Come, boys, 

Drink it off merrily, — 
Sir David and Popham, and long may they live ! 

And then our revenue — Lord knows how they 
viewed it, 
While each petty statesman talked lofty and big ; 
But the beer-tax was weak, as if Whitbread had 
brewed it. 
And the pig-iron duty a shame to a pig. 
In vain is their vaunting. 
Too surely there 's wanting 
What judgment, experience, and steadiness give : 
Come, boys. 

Drink about merrily, — 
Health to sage Melville, and long may he live ! 

Our King, too — our Princess — I dare not say 
more, sir, — 
May Providence watch them with mercy and 
might ! 
While there's one Scottish hand that can wag a 
claymore, sir, 
They shall ne'er want a friend to stand up for 
their right. 

Be damned he that dare not, — 
For my part, I '11 spare not 
To beauty afflictea a tribute to give : 
Fill it up steadily. 
Drink it off readily — 
Here 's to the Princess, and long may she live I 
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And since we must not set Auld Keekie in glory, 
And make her brown visage as light as her 
heart ; * 
Till each man illumine his own upper story, 
Nor law-book nor lawyer shall force us to part 
In Grenville and Spencer, 
And some few good men, sir. 
High talents we honor, sfight difference forgive : 
But the Brewer we* 11 hoax, 
Tallyho to the Fox, 
And drink Melville for ever, as long as we live I ** — 

1806. 



HUNTING SONG. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 
On the mountain dawns the day, 
• All the jolly chase is here, 
With hawk, and horse, and hunting-spear I 
Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling. 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they, 
" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain gray, 

Springlets in the dawn are steaming. 

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming ; 

And foresters have busy been, 

To track the buck in thicket green ; 

Now we come to chant our lay, 

" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 



1 The Magistrates of Edinburgh had rejected an application 
Ibr illumination of the town, on the arriyal of the news of Lord 
MelTille's acquittal. 
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Waken, lords and. ladies gay, 
To the green-wood haste away ; 
We can show you where he lies. 
Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 
We can show the marks he made. 
When 'gainst the oak his antlers frayed ; 
You shSl see him brought to bay, 
" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

Louder, louder chant the lay. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay I 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee. 

Run a course as well as we ; 

Time, stern huntsman ! who can baulk, 

Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk ; 

Think of this, and rise with day, 

Grentle lords and ladies gay. 



1808. 



THE RESOLVE. 

IN IMITATION OP AN OLD ENGLISH POEM. 

My wayward fate I needs must plain, 

Though bootless be the theme ; 
I loved, and was beloved again, 

Yet all was but a dream : 
For, as her love was quickly got. 

So it was quickly gone ; 
No more I'll bask in flame so hot, 

But coldly dwell alone. 

Not maid more bright than maid was e'er 

My fancy shall beguile, 
By flattering word, or feigned tear. 

By gesture, look, or smile : 
No more I'll call the shaft fair shot. 

Till it has fairly flown, 
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Nor scorch me at a flame so hot ; — 
I '11 rather freeze alone. 

Each ambushed Cupid 1*11 defy, 

In cheek, or chin, or brow, 
And deem the glance of woman's eye 

As weak as woman's vow : 
I'll hghtly hold the lady's heart, 

That is but lightly won ; 
I'll steel my breast to beauty's art, 

And learn to live alone. 

The flaunting torch soon blazes out, 

The diamond's ray abides ; 
The flame its glory hurls about. 

The gem its lustre hides ; 
Such gem 1 fondly deemed was mine, 

And glowed a diamond stone. 
But, since each eye may see it shine, 

I'll darkling dwell alone.. 

No waking dream shall tinge my thought 

With dyes so bright and vain. 
No silken net, so slightly wrought. 

Shall tancrle me again : 
No more 1 '11 pay so dear for wit, 

I'll live upon mine own, 
Nor shall wild passion trouble it, — 

I'll rather dwell alone. 

And thus I '11 hush my heart to rest, — 

" Thy loving labor's lost; 
Thou shalt no more be wildly blest, 

To be so strangely crost ; 
The widowed turtles mateless die. 

The phoenix is but one ; 
They seek no loves — no more will I — 

I '11 rather dwell alone." 
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EPITAPH, 

DESIGNED FOR A MONUMENT IN LITCHFIELD CATHEDRAL, 
AT THE BURIAL-PLACE OF THE FAMILY 
OF MISS SEWARD. 

Amid these aisles, where once his precepts showed 
The Heavenward pathway which in life he trod, 
This simple tablet marks a Father's bier, 
And those he loved in life, in death are near ; 
For him, for them, a Daughter bade it rise, 
Memorial of domestic charities. 
Still wouldst thou know why o'er the marble spread, 
In female grace the willow droops her head ; 
Why on her branches, silent and unstrung. 
The minstrel harp is emblematic hung ; 
What poet's voice is smothered here m dust 

Till waked to join the chorus of the just, 

Lo I one brief line an answer sad supplies. 
Honored, beloved, and mourned, here Seward lies. 
Her worth, her warmth of heart, let friendship say, — 
Go seek her genius in her living lay. 



PROLOGUE 

TO MISS BAILLIE^S PLAY OF THE FAMILY LEGEND.* 

'T IS sweet to hear expiring Summer's sigh. 
Through forests tinged with russet, wail and die ; 

1 Miss Balllie'8 Family Legend was produced with considerable 
saccesB oa the Edinburgh stege in the winter of 1809-10. This 
prologue was spoken on that occaeion by the Au thorns friend, Mr. 
Daniel Terry. 
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*T is sweet and sad the latest notes to hear 
Of distant music, dying on the ear; 
But far more sadly sweet, on foreign strand, 
We list the legends of our native land, 
Linked as they come with every tender tie, 
Memorials dear of youth and infancy. 

Chief, thy wild tales, romantic Caledon, 
Wake keen remembrance in each hardy son. 
Whether on India's burning coasts he toil, 
Or till Acadia's* winter-fettered soil, 
He hears with throbbing heart and moistened eyes, 
And, as he hears, what dear illusions rise ! 
It opens on his soul his native dell, 
The woods wild waving, and the water's swell ; 
Tradition's theme, the tower that threats the plain. 
The mossy cairn that hides the hero slain ; 
The cot, beneath whose simple porch were told, 
By gray-haired patriarch, the tales of old. 
The infant group, that hushed their sports the while, 
And the dear maid who listened with a smile. 
The wanderer, while the vision warms his brain, 
Is denizen of Scotland once again. 

Are such keen feelings to the crowd confined. 
And sleep they in the roet's gifted mind ? 
Oh no ! For She, within whose mighty page 
Each tyrant passion shows his woe and rage. 
Has felt the wizard influence they inspire. 
And to your own traditions tuned her lyre. 
Yourselves shall judge — whoe'er has raised the 

sail 
By Mull's dark coast, has heard this evening's tale. 
The plaided boatman, resting on his oar, 
Points to the fatal rock amid the roar 
Of whitening waves, and tells whate'er to-night 
Our humble stage shall offer to your sight ; 



1 Acadia, or Noya Scotia. 
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Proudly preferred that first our efforts give 
Scenes glowing from her pen to breathe and live ; 
More proudly yet, should Caledon approve 
The filial token of a Daughter's love. 

1809. 



THE POACHER. 



WRrrXEN IN IMITATION OF CRABBE, AND PUBLISHED 
IN THE EDINBURGH ANNUAL REGISTER OF 1809. 

Welcome, grave Stranger, to our green retreats, 
"Where health with exercise and freedom meets ! 
Thrice welcome. Sage, whose philosophic plan 
By nature's limits metes the rights of man ; 
Generous as he, who now for freedom bawls, 
Now gives full value for true Indian shawls : 
O'er 'courts, o'er custom-house, his shoe who fiings, 
Now bilks excisemen, and now bullies kings. 
Like his, I ween, thy comprehensive mind 
Holds laws as mouse-traps baited for mankind : 
Thine eye, applausive, each sly vermin sees. 
That baulks the snare, yet battens on the cheese ; 
Thine ear has heard, with scorn instead of awe, 
Our buckskinned justices expound the law, 
Wire-draw the acts that fixed for wires the pain, 
And for the netted partridge noose the swain ; 
And thy vindictive arm would fain have broke 
The last light fetter of the feudal yoke, 
To give the denizens of wood and wild, 
Nature's free race, to each her free-born child. 
Hence hast thou marked, with grief, fair London's 

race. 
Mocked with the boon of one poor Easter chase, 
And longed to send them forth as free as when 
Poured over Chantilly the Parisian tmin. 
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When musket, pistol, blunderbuss, combined, 

And scarce the field-pieces were left behind ! 

A squadron's charge each leveret's heart dismayed, 

On every covey fired a bold brigade ; 

La Douce Humanite approved the sport, 

For great the alarm indeed, yet small the hurt ; 

Shouts patriotic solemnized the day. 

And Seme reechoed, Vive la Liberie ! 

But mad CUoyen, meek Monsieur again, 

"With some few added links resumes his chain. 

Then, since such scenes to France no more are 

known. 
Come, view with me a hero of thine own ! 
One, whose free actions vindicate the cause 
Of silvan liberty o'er feudal laws. 

Seek we yon glades, where the proud oak o'ertops 
Wide-waving seas of birch and hazel copse, 
Leaving between deserted isles of land, 
Where stunted heath is patched with ruddy sand ; 
And lonely on the waste the yew is seen. 
Or straggling hollies spread a brighter green. 
Here, little worn, and winding dark and steep, 
Our scarce marked path descends yon dingle deep: 
Follow — but heedful, cautious of a trip, — • 
In earthly mire philosophy may slip. 
Step slow and wary o'er that swampy stream. 
Till, guided by the charcoal's smothering steam, 
We reach the frail yet barricaded door 
Of hovel formed for poorest of the poor ; 
No hearth the fire, no vent the smoke receives, 
The walls are wattles, and the covering leaves; 
For, if such hut, our forest statutes say. 
Rise in the progress of one night and day, 
(Though placed where still the Conqueror's bests 

o'erawe. 
And his son's stirrup shines the badge of law,) 
The builder claims the unenviable boon, 
To tenant dwelling, framed as slight and soon 
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As wigwam wild, that shrouds the native frore 
On the bleak coast of frost-barred Labrador.* 

Approach, and through the unlatticed window 

peep — 
Nay, shrink not back, the inmate is asleep ; 
Sunk 'mid yon sordid blankets, till the sun 
Stoop to the west, the plunderer's toils are done. 
Loaded and primed, and prompt for desperate hand, 
Rifle and fowling-piece be.side him stand ; 
While round the hut are in disorder laid 
The tools and booty of his lawless trade ; 
For force or fraud, resistance or escape. 
The crow, the saw, the bludgeon, and the crape. 
His pilfered powder in yon nook he hoards. 
And the filched lead the church's roof affords — 
(Hence shall the rector's congregation fret. 
That while his sermon 's dry his walls are wet.) 
The fish-spear barbed, the sweeping net are tnere, 
Doe-hides, and pheasant plumes, and skins of hare, 
Cordage for toils, and winng for the snare. 
Bartered for game from chase or warren won. 
Yon cask holds moonlight,* run when moon was 

none ; 
And late-snatched spoils lie stowed in hutch apart, 
To wait the associate higgler's evening cart. 

Look on this pallet foul, and mark his rest : 
What scenes perturbed are acting in his breast ! 
His sable brow is wet and wrung with pain, 
And his dilated nostril toils in vain ; 
For short and scant the breath each effort draws, 
And 'twixt each effort Nature claims a pause. 

1 Such is the law in the New Forest, Hampshire, tending 
greatly to increase the Tarious settlements of thieves, smugglers, 
and deer-Btealers, who infest it. In the forest courts the presid- 
ing judge wears as a badge of office an antique stirrup, said to 
have been that of William Rufiis. See Mr. William Bow's spir- 
ited poem, entitled '' The Red King.'> 

s A ceait term for smuggled spirits. 
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Beyond the loose and sable sackcloth stretched, 
His sinewy throat seems by convulsion twitched. 
"While the tongue falters, as to utterance loth, 
Sounds of dire import — watchword, threat, and 

oath. 
Though, stupefied by toil, and drugojed with gin, 
The body sleep, the restless guest within 
Now plies on wood and wold his lawless trade. 
Now m the fangs of justice wakes dismayed. — 

" AVas that wild start of terror and despair, 
Those bursting eyeballs, and that wildered air, 
Signs of compunction for a murdered hare ? 
Do the locks bristle and the eyebrows arch. 
For grouse or partridge massacred in March ? " — 

No, scoffer, no ! Attend, and mark with awe, 
There is no wicket in the gate of law ! 
He, th|it would e'er so lightly set ajar 
That awful portal, must undo each bar : 
Tempting occasion, habit, passion, pride. 
Will join to storm the breach, and force the barrier 
wide. 

That ruffian, whom true men avoid and dread. 
Whom bruisers, poachers, smugglers, call Black Ned, 
"Was Edward Mansell once ; — the lightest heart, 
That ever played on holiday his part ! 
The leader he in every Christmas game. 
The harvest-feast grew blither when he came. 
And liveHest on the chords the bow did glance. 
When Edward named the tune and led the dance. 
Kind was his heart, his passions quick and strong, 
Hearty his laugh, and jovial was his song ; 
And if he loved a gun, his father swore, 
*' 'T was but a trick of youth would soon be o'er. 
Himself had done the same some thirty years be- 
fore." 
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But he whose humors spurn law's awful yoke, 
Must herd with those by whom law's bonds are 

broke, 
The common dread of justice soon allies 
The clown, who robs the warren, or excise, 
With sterner felons trained to act more dread, 
Even with the wretch by whom his fellow bled. 
Then, as in plagues the foul contagion pass. 
Leavening and iestering the corrupted mass, — 
Guilt leagues with guilt, while mutual motives draw, 
Their hope impunity, their fear the law : 
Their foes, their friends, their rendezvous the same, 
Till the revenue baulked, or pilfered game. 
Flesh the young culprit, and example leads 
To darker villany, and direr deeds. 



Wild howled the wind the forest glades along, 
And oft the owl renewed her dismal song ; 
Around the spot where erst he felt the wound, 
Red William's spectre walked his midnight round. 
When o'er the swamp he cast his blighting look, 
From the green marshes of the stagnant brook 
The bittern's sullen shout the sedges shook ! 
The waning moon, with storm presaging gleam. 
Now gave and now withheld her doubtiul beam ; 
The old Oak stooped his arms, then flung them 

high, 
Bellowing and groaning to the troubled sky — 
'Twas then, that, couched amid the brush-wood 

sere, 
In Malwood-walk young Mansell watched the deer : 
The fattest buck received his deadly shot — 
The watchful keeper heard, and sought the spot 
Stout were their hearts, and stubborn was their 

strife, 
O'erpowered at length the Outlaw drew his knife. 
Next morn a corpse was found upon the fell — 
The rest his wakmg agony may tell ! 
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SONG. 

Oh, say not, my love, with that mortified air, 
That your spring-time of pleasure is flown, 

Nor bid me to maids that are younger repair, 
For those raptures that still are thine own. 

Though April his temples may wreathe with the 
vine. 

Its tendrils in infancy curled, 
*Tis the ardor of August matures us the wine, 

Whose life-blood enlivens the world. 

Though thy form, that was fashioned as light as a 
fay*s. 
Has assumed a proportion more round. 
And thy glance, that was bright as a falcon's at 
gaze. 
Looks soberly now on the ground, — 

Enough, after absence to meet me again, 

Thy steps still with ecstasy move ; 
Enough, that those dear sober glances retain * 

For me the kind language of love. 



THE BOLD DRAGOON;^ 

OR, THE PLAIN OF BADAJOS. 

'TwAS a Mardchal of France, and he fain would 

honor gain. 
And he longed to take a passing glance at Portugal 

and Spain; 

1 This song was written shortly after the battle of Badajofl, 
(April, 1812,) for a Yeomanry Cavalry dinner. 
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With his flying guns this gallant gay, 
And boasted corps d'arm^e — 
O he feared not our dragoons, with their long 
swords, boldly riding, 
Whack, fal de ral, etc. 



To Campo Mayor come, he had quietly sat down, 
Just a fncasse to pick while his soldiers sacked the 
town, 
When, 't was peste ! morbleu ! mon Greneral, 
Hear the English bugle-call ! 
And behold the light dragoons, with their long 
swords, boldly riding, 
Whack, fal de ral, etc. 



Right about went horse and foot, artillery and all. 
And, as the devil leaves a house, they tumbled 
through the wall : ^ 
They took no time to seek the door. 
But, best foot set before — 
O they ran from our dragoons, with their long 
swords, boldly riding, 
'Whack, fal de ral, etc. 



Those valiant men of France they had scarcely fled 

a mile. 
When on their flank there soused at once the Brit- 
ish rank and flle ; 
For Long, De Grey, and Otway, then 
"Ne'er minded one to ten. 
But came on like light dragoons, with their long 
swords, boldly riding. 
Whack, fal de ral, etc. 



1 In their hasty evacuation of Campo Mayor, the French pulled 
down a part of the rampart, and marched out oyer the glacis. 
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Three hundred British lads they made three thou- 
sand reel, 
Their hearts were made of English oak, their 
swords of Sheffield steel, 
Their horses wei-e in Yorkshire bred, 
And Beresford them led ; 
So huzza for brave dragoons, with their long 
swords, boldly riding, 
Whack, fal de ral, etc. 

Then here 's a health to Wellington, to Beresford, 

to Long, 
And a single word to Bonaparte before I close my 
song: 
The eagles that to fight he brings 
Should serve his men with wings, 
When they meet the bold dragoons, with their 
long swords, boldly riding. 
Whack, fal de ral, etc. 

1812. 



ON THE MASSACRE OF GLENCOE. 

" O TELL me, Harper, wherefore flow 
Thy wayward notes of wail and Woe, 
Far down the desert of Glencoe, 

Where none may list their melody ? 
Say, harp'st thou to the mists that fly. 
Or to the dun deer glancing by. 
Or to the eagle, that from high 

Screams chorus to thy minstrelsy ? " — 

" No, not to these, for they have rest, — 
The mist-wreath has the mountain-crest, 
The stag his lair, the erne her nest. 
Abode of lone security. 
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But those for whom I pour the lay, 
Not wild-wood deep, nor mountain gray, 
Not this deep dell, that shrouds from day. 
Could screen from treach*rous cruelty. 

" Their flag was furled, and mute their drum, 
The very household dogs were dumb, 
Unwont to bay at guests that come 

In guise of hospitality. 
His blithest notes the piper plied, 
Her gayest snood the maiden tied, 
The dame her distaff flung aside, 

To tend her kindly housewifery. 

" The hand that mingled in the meal. 
At midnight drew the felon steel. 
And gave the host's kind breast to feel 

Meed for his hospitality ! 
The friendly hearth which warmed that hand, 
At midnight armed it with the brand. 
That bade destruction's flames expand 

Their red and fearful blazonry. 

*' Then woman's shriek was heard in vain. 

Nor infancy's unpitied plain, 

More than the warrior's groan, could gain 

Respite from ruthless butchery ! 
The winter wind that whistled shrill, 
The snows that night that cloaked the hill. 
Though wild and pitiless, had still 

Far more than Southern clemency. 

" Long have my harp's best notes been gone, 
Few are its strings, and faint their tone, 
They can but sound in desert lone 

Their gray-haired master's misery. 
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Were each gray hair a minstrel string, 
Each chord should imprecations fling, 
Till startled Scotland loud should ring, 
Revenge for blood and treachery ! " 

1814. 



FOR A' THAT AN* A* THAT.^ 

A NEW SONG TO AN OLD TUNE. 

Though right be aft put down by strength, 

As mony a day we saw that, 
The true and leilf u* cause at length 

Shall bear the grie for a* that 
For a* that an* a' that, 

Guns, guillotines, and a* that. 
The Fleur-de-lis, that lost her right, 

Is queen again for a* that ! 

"We *11 twine her in a friendly knot 

With England's Rose, and a* that ; 
The Shamrock shall not be forgot, 

For AVellington made braw that. 
The Thistle, though her leaf be rude, 

Yet faith we *ll no misca* that, 
She sheltered in her solitude 

The Fleur-de-lis, for a* that.- 

The Austrian Vine, The Prussian Pine, 

(For BhK*her*s sake, hurra that,) 
The Spanish Olive, too, shall join. 

And bloom in peace for a* that. 
Stout Russia's Hemp, so surely twined 

Around our wreath we*ll draw that, 
And he that would the cord unbind. 

Shall have it for his gra-vat ! 

1 Sung at the first meeting of the Pitt Club of Scotland, and 
published in the Scots Magazine for July. 1814,, 
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Or, if to choke sae puir a sot, 

Your pity scorn to thraw that, 
The Devil's elbow be his lot, 

Where he may sit an() claw that. 
In spite of slight, in spite of might, 

In spite of brags, an' a* that. 
The lads that battled for the right. 

Have won the day, an' a' tliat ! 

There 's ae bit spot I had forgot, 

America they ca' that ! 
A coward plot her rats had got 

Their father's flag to gnaw that : 
Now see it fly top-gallant high, 

Atlantic winds shall blaw that. 
And Yankee loon, beware your croun, 

There 's kanies in hand to claw that ! 

For on the land, or on the sea. 
Where'er the breezes blaw that. 

The British Flag shall bear the grie. 
And win the day for a' that ! 

1814. 



SONG, 

POE THX ANNI7KB8AET MKKTIKO OF THK PITT CLUB OF SCOTLAND. 

O, DREAD was the time, and more dreadful the omen, 
When the brave on Marengo lay slaughtered in 
vain, 
And beholding broad Europe bowed down by her 
foemen, 
Pitt closed in his anguish the map of her reign ! 
Not the fate of broad Europe could bend his brave 
spirit 
To take for his country the safety of shame ; 
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O, then in her triumph remember his merit, 
And hallow the goblet that flows to his name. 



Kound the husbandman's head, while he traces the 
furrow, 
The mists of the winter may mingle with rain. 
He may plough it with labor, and sow it in sorrow, 
And sigh while he fears he has sowed it in vain ; 
He may- die ere his children shall reap in their 
gladness, 
But the blithe harvest-home shall remember his 
claim ; 
And their jubilee-shout shall be softened with sad- 
ness, 
While they hallow the goblet that flows to his 



Though anxious and timeless his life was expended, 

In toils for our country preserved by his care. 
Though he died ere one ray o'er the nations 
ascended. 

To light the long darkness of doubt and despair ; 
The storms he endured in our Britain's December, 

The perils his wisdom foresaw and o'ercame, 
In her glory's rich harvest shall Britain remember, 

And hallow the goblet that flows to his name. 

Nor forget His gray head, who, all dark in aflSiction, 

Is deaf to the tale of our victories won, 
And to sounds the most dear to paternal affection, 

The shout of his people applauding his Son ; 
By his firmness unmoved in success and disaster, 

By his long reign of virtue, remember his claim ! 
With our tnbute to Pitt join the praise of his 
Master, 

Though a tear stain the goblet that flows to his 
name. • 
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Yet again fill .the wine-cup, and change the sad 
measure, 
The rites of our grief and our gratitude paid, 
To our Prince, to our Heroes, devote the bright 
treasure, 
The wisdom that planned, and the zeal that 
obeyed ; 
Fill Wellington's cup till it beam like his glory, 

Forget not our own brave Dalhousie and Graeme : 
A thousand years hence hearts shall bound at their 

StOlT, 

And hallow the goblet that flows to their fame. 

1814. 



PHAROS LOQUITUR.' 

Far in the bosom of the deep, 

0*er these wild shelves my watch I keep ; 

A ruddy gem of changeful light. 

Bound on the dusky brow of night, 

The seaman bids my lustre hail. 

And scorns to strike his timorous sail. 



LINES,« 

ADDBESSED TO RAKALD HACDONALD, ESQ., OF STAFFA.* 

Staffa, sprung from high Macdonald, 
Worthy branch of old Clan-Ranald I 

1 "On the 80th of July, 1814, Mr. Hamilton, Mr. Erskine, and 
Mr. Duff, Cotnmisflioners, along with Mr. (now Sir) Walter Scott, 
and the writer. viMited the Lighthou£>e ; the Commissioners being 
then on one of their voyages of Inspection, noticed in the Intro- 
duction. They breakfasted in the Library, when Sir Walter at 
the entreaty of the party, upon inscribing his name in the Album, 
added these interesting lines." — Stevenson's Account of the Bell- 
Rock Lighthouse. 1824. 

* These lines were written in the Album, kept at the Sound of 
Ulva Inn, in the month of August, 1814. 

» Afterwards Sir Reginald Macdonald gtfii^i^r(^^tt,[5f Stafla, 



LETTER IN VERSE. 198 

Stafia ! king of all kind fellows ! 
Well befall thy hills and valleys, 
Lakes and inlets, deeps and shallows — 
Cliffs of darkness, caves of wonder, 
Echoing the Atlantic thunder ; 
Mountains which the gray mist covers, 
Where the Chieftain spirit hovers. 
Pausing while his pinions quiver. 
Stretched to quit our land for ever ! 
Each kind influence reign above thee ! 
Warmer heart, 'twixt this and Staffa 
Beats not, than in heart of Staffa ! 

1814. 



LETTER IN VERSE 

ON THE VOYAGE WITH THE COMMISSIONERS OF 
NORTHERN LIGHTS. 

** Of the letters which Scott wrote to his friends during those 
happy six weeks, I have recovered only one, and it is, thanks to 
the leisure of the yacht, in verse. The strong and easy heroics 
of the first section prove, I think, that Mr. Canning did not err 
when he told him that if he chose he might emulate even Dry den's 
command of that noble measure ; and the dancing anapaests of 
the second, show that he could with equal £Etcility have rivalled 
the gay graces of Cotton, Augtey, or Moore." — Lockharty Life. 

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH, etC. etC. CtC. 

lighthouse Yacht in the Sound of Lerwick, Zetland, 
8th August, 1814. 

HEAiiTBL to the chieftain from his clansman true ! 
From her true minstrel, health to fair Buccleuch 1 
Health from the isles, where dewy Morning weaves 
Her chaplet with the tints that Twilight leaves ; 

Allantoa, and Touch, Baronet. He died 16th April, 1888, in hlf 
6.1st year. The reader will find a warm tribut'O to Staffa's oharao- 
ter as a Highland landlord, in Scott^s article on Sir John Catr's 
Caledonian Sketches. 



VOL. III. 



■J q Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

Where late the sun scarce vanished from the sight, 
And his bright pathway graced the short-lived night, 
Though darker now as autumn's shades extend, 
The north winds whistle and the mists ascend ! 
Health from the land where eddying whirlwinds toss 
The storm-rocked cradle of the Cape of Noss ! 
On outstretched cords the giddy engine slides, 
His own strong arm the bold adventurer guides, 
And he that lists such desperate feat to try, 
May, like the sea-mew, skim 'twixt earth and sky, 
And feel the mid-air gales around him blow, 
And see the billows rage five hundred feet below. 

Here, by each stormy peak and desert shore. 
The hardy islesman tugs the daring oar. 
Practised alike his venturous course to keep. 
Through the white breakers or the pathless deep, 
By ceaseless peril and by toil to gain 
A wretched pittance from the niggard main. 
And when the worn-out drudge old ocean leaves, 
What comfort greets him, and what hut receives ? 
Lady ! the worst your presence ere has cheered 
(When want and sorrow fled as you appeared) 
Were to a Zetlander as the high dome 
Of proud Drumlanrig to my humble home. 
Here rise no groves, and here no gardens blow. 
Here even the hardy heath scarce dares to grow ; 
But rocks on rocks, in mist and storm arrayed, 
Stretch far to sea their giant colonnade. 
With many a cavern seamed, the dreary haunt 
Of the dun seal and swarthy cormorant. 
Wild round their rifted brows, with frequent cry 
As of lament, the gulls and gannets fly, 
And from their sable base, with sullen sound. 
In sheets of whitening foam the waves rebound. 

Yet even these coasts a touch of envy gain 
From those whose land has known oppression's 
chain ; n ^ 
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For here the industrious Dutchman comes once 

more 
To moor his fishing craft by Bressey's shore ; 
Greets every former mate and brother tar, 
Marvels how Lerwick 'scaped the rage of war, 
Tells many a tale of Gallic outrage done, 
And ends by blessing God and Wellington. 
Here too the Greenland tar, a fiercer guest. 
Claims a brief hour of riot, not of rest ; 
Proves each wild frolic that in wine has birth, 
And wakes the land with brawls and boisterous 

mirth. 
A sadder sight on yon poor vessel's prow 
The captive Norseman sits in silent woe. 
And eyes the flags of Britain as they flow. 
Hard fate of war, which bade her terrors sway 
His destined course, and seize so mean a prey; 
A bark with planks so warped and seams so riven, 
She scarce might face the gentlest airs of heaven ; 
Pensive he sits, and questions oft if none 
Can list his speech, and understand his moan ; 
In vain — no islesman now can use the tongue 
Of the bold Norse, from whom their lineage sprung. 
Not thus of old the Norsemen hither came. 
Won by the love of danger or of fame ; 
On every storm-beat cape a shapeless tower 
Tells of their wars, their conquests, and their 

power ; 
For ne'er for Grecia's vales, nor Latian land. 
Was fiercer strife than for this barren strand ; 
A race severe — the isle and ocean lords 
Loved for its own delight the strife of swords ; 
With scornful laugh the mortal pang defied, 
And blest their gods that they in battle died. 

Such were the sires of Zetland's simple race, 
And still the eye may faint resemblance trace 
In the blue eye, tall form, proportion ftdr, 
The limbs athletic, and the long Hght hgjfr— - 
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(Such was the mien, as Scald and Minstrel sings, 
Of fair-haired Harold, first of Norway's Kings ;) 
But their high deeds to scale these crags confined, 
Their only warfare is with waves and wind. 

Why should I talk of Mousa*s castled coast ? 
Why of the horrors of the Sumburgh Rost ? 
May not these bald disjointed lines suffice. 
Penned while my comrades whirl the rattling 

dice — 
While down the cabin skylight lessening shine 
The rays, and eve is chased with mirth and wine ? 
Imagined, while down Mousa's desert bay 
Our well-trimmed vessel urged her nimble way, 
While to the freshening breeze she leaned her 

side. 
And bade her bowsprit kiss the foamy tide ? 

Such are the lays that Zetland isles suppljr ; 
Drenched with the drizzly spray and droppmg sky, 
Weary and wet, a sea-sick minstrel I. 

W. Scott. 



POSTSCRIPTUM. 

KirkwaU, Orkney, Aug. 13, 1814. 

In respect that your Grace has commissioned a 

Kraken, 
You will please be informed that they seldom are 

taken; 
It is January two years, the Zetland folks say. 
Since they saw the last Kraken in Scalloway bay ; 
He lay in the offing a fortnight or more, 
But the devil a Zetlander put from the shore. 
Though bold in the seas of the North to assail 
The morse and the sea-horse, the grampus and 

whale. 
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If your Gtace thinks I'm writing the thing that is 

not, 
You may ask at a namesake of ours, Mr. Scott — 
(He 's not from our clan, though his merits deserve it, 
6ut springs, I'm informed, from the Scotts of Scot- 

starvet ;) ^ 
He questioned the folks who beheld it with eyes. 
But they differed confoundedly as to its size. 
For instance, the modest and diffident swore 
That it seemed like the keel of a ship, and no more — 
Those of eyesight more clear, or of fancy more high, 
Said it rose like an island 'twixt ocean and sky — 
But all of the hulk had a steady opinion 
That 'twas sure a live subject of Neptune's do- 
minion — 
And I think, my Lord Duke, your Grace hardly 

would wish. 
To cumber your house, such a kettle of fish. 
Had your order related to night-caps or hose. 
Or mittens of worsted, there's plenty of those. 
Or would you be pleased but to fancy a whale ? 
And direct me to send it — by sea or by mail ? 
The season, I'm told, is nigh over, but still 
I could get you one fit for the lake at Bowhill. 
Indeed, as to whales, there 's no need to be thrifty, 
Since one day last fortnight two hundred and fifty, 
Pursued by seven Orkneymen's boats and no more, 
Betwixt Truffness and Luffness were drawn on the 

shore ! 
You '11 ask if I saw this same wonderful sight ; 
I own that I did not, but easily might — 
For this miehty shoal of leviathans lay 
On our lee4)eam a mile, in the loop of the bay. 
And the islesmen of Sanda were all at the spoil. 
And Jlinching^ (so term it,) the blubber to boil; 



1 The Scotts of Scotstarvet, and other fisunilies of the name in 
Fife and elsewhere, claim, no kindred with the great clan of the 
Border — and their armorial bearings are different. 
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ge spirits of lavender, drown the reflection 
at awakes at the thought of this odorous dis- 
section.) 
To see this huge marvel full fain would we go, 
But Wilson, the wind, and the current said no. 
We have now got to Kirkwall, and needs I must 
stare Ifa'tr ; 

When I think that in verse I have once called it 
'Tis a base little borough, both dirty and mean — 
There 's nothing to hear, and there *s nought to be. 

seen, 
Save a church, where, of old times, a prelate ha- 
rangued, 
And a palace that's built by an earl that was hanged. 
But, farewell to Kirkwall — aboard we are going. 
The anchor's a-peak, and the breezes are blowing ; 
Our commodore calls all his band.to their places, 
And 'tis time to release you — good night to your 
Graces ! 



FROM WAVERLEY. 

" The following song, which has been since borrowed by the 
worshipful author of the fiamous ' History of Fryar Bacon,' has 
been with difficulty deciphered. It seems to have been sung oa 
occasion of carrying home the bride." 

(1.)— BEIDAL SONG. 
To t?ie tune of^^ I have been a Fiddler f" etc. 

And did ye not hear of a mirth befell 

The morrow after a wedding day. 
And carrying a bride at home to dwell ? 

And away to Tewin, away, away. 

The c[uintain was set, and the garlands were made, 
*Tis pity old customs should ever decay ; 
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And woe be to him that was horsed on a jade, 
For he carried no credit away, away. 

We met a concert of fiddle-de-dees ; 

We set them a-cockhorse, and made them play 
The winning of Bullen, and Upsey-frees, 

And away to Tewin, away, away ! 

There was ne'er a lad in all the parish 

That would go to the plough that day ; 
. But on his fore-horse his wench he carries, 
And away to Tewin, away, away ! 

The butler W^ quick, and the ale he did tap. 
The maidens did make the chamber full gay ; 

The servants did give me a fuddling cup, 
And I did carry *t away, away. 

The smith of the town his liquor so took. 

That he was persuaded that the ground looked 
blue; 

And I dare boldly be sworn on a book, 
Such smiths as he there 's but a few. 

A posset was made, and the women did sip. 
And simperinff said, they could eat no more ; 

Full many a maiden was laid on the lip. — 
I'll say no more, but give o'er, (give o'er). 

Appendix to the General Preface. 



(2.) — WAVERLEY. 

" On receiying intelligence of his commission as captain of a 
troop of liorse in Colonel Gardiner's regiment, his tutor, Mr. Pem- 
broke, picked up about Edward's room some fragments of irregu- 
lar Terse, which he appeared to hare composed under the influ- 
ence of the agitating feelings occasioned by this sudden page 
being turned up to him in the book of life."' 

Late, when the autumn evening fell 
On Mirkwood-Mere's romantic dell. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



200 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

The lake returned, in chastened gleam, 
The purple cloud, the golden beam : 
Reflected in the crystal pool, 
Headland and bank lay fair and cool ; 
The weather-tinted rock and tower, 
Each drooping tree, each fairy flower, 
So true, so soft, the mirror gave. 
As if there lay beneath the wave, 
Secure from trouble, toil, and care, 
A world than earthly world more fair. 

But distant winds began to wake. 
And roused the Genius of the Lake ! 
He heard the groaning of the oak. 
And donned at once his sable cloak, 
As warrior, at the battle cry, 
Invests him with his panoply : 
Then, as the whirlwind nearer pressed, 
He 'gan to shake his foamy crest 
0*er furrowed brow and blackened cheek, 
And bade his surge in thunder speak. 
In wild and broken eddies whirled, 
Flitted that fond ideal world ; 
And, to the shore in tumult tost. 
The realms in fairy bliss were lost 

Yet, with a stern delight and strange, 
I saw the spirit-stirring change. 
As warred the wind with wave and wood. 
Upon the ruined tower I stood, 
And felt my heart more strongly bound. 
Responsive to the lofty sound, 
While, joying in the mighty roar, 
I mourned that tranquil scene no more. 

So, on the idle dreams of youth 
Breaks the loud trumpet-call of truth, 
Bids each fair vision pass away. 
Like landscape on the lake that lay, 
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As fair, as flitting, and as frail, 

As that which fled the autumn gale — 

For ever dead to fancy's eye 

Be each gay form that glided by, 

While dreams of love and lady's charms 

Give place to honor and to arms I 

Chap.v, 

(3.) — DAVIE GELLATLEY'S SONG. 

" He (Daft Dayie Gellatley) sung with great earnestness, ani 
not without some taste, a fragment of an old Scotch ditty : -' 

False love, and hast thou played me this 

In summer among the flowers ? 
I will repay thee back again 

In winter among the showers. 
Unless again, again, my love, 

Unless you turn again ; 
As you with other maidens rove, 

I'll smile on other men. 

" This is a genuine ancient fragment, with some alteration in 
the last two lines." 



*' The questioned party replied, — and, like the witch of 

Thalaba, *■ still his speech was song ' " 

The Knight's to the mountain 

His bugle to wind ; 
The lady 's to greenwood 

Her garland to bind. 
The bower of Burd Ellen 

Has moss on the floor, 
That the step of Lord William 

Be silent and sure. 

Chap. ix. 
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(4.) — SCENE 

IN LUCKIB MACLBABT'S XAVEEN. 

"In the middle of this din, the Baron repeatedly implored 
silence^ and when at length the instinct of polite discipline so 
Ux prevailed, that for a moment he obtained it, he hastened to 
beseech their attention ' unto a military ariette, which was a 
peculiar faTorite of the Mar6chal Due de Berwick; ' then, imitat-. 
ing, as well as he could, the manner and tone of a French mus- 
quetaire, he immediately commenced," 

Mon cceur volage, dit-elle, 

N'est pas pour vous, garcon, 
Est pour un homme de guerre, 

Qui a barbe au menton. 

Lon, Lon, Laridon. 

Qui porte chapeau a plume, 

Soulier a rouge talon. 
Qui joue de la mite, 

Aussi de violon. 

Lon, Lon, Laridon. 

** Balmawhapple could hold no longer, bat broke in what he 
called a d — d ^^>od song, composed by Gibby .Caethrowit, the 
Piper of Cupar ; and, without wasting more thne, struck up — '* 

It's up Glembarchan's braes I gaed, 
And o*er the bent of Killiebraid, 
And mony a weary cast I made, 
To cuittle the moor-fowl's tail. 

If up a bonny black-cock should spring, 
To whistle him down wi' a slug in his wing. 
And strap him on to my lunzie string, 
Right seldom would I fail. 

Chap. 3d. 
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(5.)— "HIE AWAY, mE AWAY." 

" The stamping of horses was now heard in the court, and ' 
Dayie Oellatley-s voice singing to the two large deer ^ny 
hounds," 

Hie away, hie away, 
Over bank and over brae, 
Where the copse wood is the greenest, 
Where the fountains glisten sheenest, 
Where the lady-fern grows strongest, 
Where the morning dew lies longest, 
Where the black-cock sweetest sips it, 
Where the fairy latest trips it : 
Hie to haunts right seldom seen, 
Lovely, lonesome, cool, and green. 
Over bank and over brae, 
Hie away, hie away. 

Chap. xli. 



(6.) — ST. SWITHIN'S CHAIR. 

" The view of the old tower, or fortalice, introduced some fam- 
ily anecdotes and tales of Scottish chivalry, which the Baron 
told wich great enthusiasm. The projecting peak of an impend- 
ing crag, which rose near it, had acquired the name of St. 
Swithiu'S Chair. It was the scene of a peculiar superstition, of 
which Mr. Kubrick mentioned some curious particulars, which 
reminded Waverley of a rhyme quoted by Edgar in King Lear ; 
and Rose was called upon to sing a little legend, in which they 
had been interwoven by some village poet. 

Who, noteless as the race from which he sprung, 
Saved others' names, but left his own unsung. 

" The sweetness of her voice, and the simple beauty of her 
music, gave all the advantage which the minstrel could have 
desired, and which his poetry so much wanted." 

On Hallow-Mass Eve, ere you boune ye to rest, 
Ever beware that your couch be blessed ; 
Sign it with cross, and sain it with bead, 
Sing the Ave, and say the Creed. 
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For on Hallow-Mass Eve the Night-Hag will ride, 
And all her nine-fold sweeping on by her side, 
Whether the wind sing lowly or loud, 
Sailing through moonshine or swathed in the cloud. 

The Lady she sate in St. Swithin's Chair, 
The dew of the night has damped her hair ; 
Her cheek was pale — but resolved and high 
Was the word of her lip and the glance of her eye. 

She muttered the spell of Swithin bold. 
When his naked foot traced the midnight wold, 
When he stopped the Hag as she rode the night, 
And bade her descend, and her promise plight 

He that dare sit on St. Swithin's Chair, 
When the Night-Hag wings the troubled air, 
Questions three when he speaks the spell, 
He may ask, and she must tell. 

The Baron has been with King Robert his liege. 
These three long years in battle and siege ; 
News are there none of his weal or his woe. 
And fain the Lady his fate would know. 

She shudders and stops as the charm she speaks ; — 
Is it the moody owl that shrieks ? 
Or is that sound, betwixt laughter and scream, 
The voice of the Demon who haunts the stream ? 

The moan of the wind sunk silent and low. 
And the roaring torrent had ceased to flow ; 
The calm was more dreadful than raging storm, 
When the cold gray mist brought the ghastly form ! 

Chap. xiii. 



d by Google 



VERSES FROM WAVERLEY. 205 



(7.) — DA VIE GELLATLEY'S SONG. 

" The next day Edward arose betimes, and in a morning walk 
around the house and its vicinity came suddenly upon a small 
court in front of the dog-kennel, where his friend Davie was 
employed about his four-footed charge. One quick glance of his 
eye recognized Waverley, when, instantly turning his back, as if 
he had not observed him, he began to sing part of au old ballad." 

Young men will love thee more fair and more fast ; 

Heard ye so merry the little bird sing f 
Old men's love the longest will last, 

And the throstle-cock's head is under his wing. 

The young man's wrath is like light straw on fire ; 

Heard ye so merry the little bird sing f 
But like red-hot steel is the old man's ire, 

And the throstle-cock's head is under his wing. 

The young man will brawl at the evening board ; 

Heard ye so m^rry the little bird sing ? 
But the oid man will draw at the dawning the sword, 

And the throstle-cock's head is under his wing. 

[The song has allusion to the Baron of Braidwardine's personal 
encounter with Balmawhapple early next moruing, after tho 
evening quarrel betwixt the latter and Waverley.] 

Chap. xiv. 



(8.) — JANET GELLATLEY'S ALLEGED WITCHCRAFT. 
" This anecdote led into a long discussion of," 

All those idle thoughts and phantasies, 
Devices, dreams, opinions unsound. 
Shows, visions, soothsays, and prophecies, 
And all that feigned is, as leasings, tales, and lies. 
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(9.) — FLORA MACIVOR'S SONG. 

" Flora had exchanged the measured and monotonous recita- 
tive of the bard for a lofty and uncommon Highland air, which 
had been a battle-song in former ages. A few irregular strains 
introduced a prelude of a wild and peculiar tone, which harmo- 
nized well with the distant water-foil, and the soft ^igh of the 
evening breeze in the rustling leaves of an aspen which over- 
hung the seat of the fair harpress. The following verses convey 
but little idea of the feelings with which, so sung and accom- 
panied, they were heard by U'averley : " 

There is mist on the mountain, and night on the 

vale, 
But more dark is the sleep of the sons of the Gael. 
A stranger commanded — it sunk on«the land, 
It has frozen each heart, and benumbed every hand ! 

The dirk and the target lie sordid with dust. 
The bloodless claymore is but reddened with rust : 
On the hill or the glen if a gun should appear, 
It is only to war with the heath-cock or deer. 

The deeds of our sires if our bards should rehearse, 
Let a blush or a blow be the meed of their verse 1 
Be mute every string, and be hushed every tone, 
That shall bid us remember the fame that is flown. 



But the dark hours of night and of slumber are 

past, 
The morn on our mountains is dawning at last ; 
Glenaladale*s peaks are illumed with the rays. 
And the streams of Glenjfinnan leap bright in the 

blaze. 

O high-mirtded Moray ! ■^— the exiled — the dear ! — 
In the blush of the dawning the Standard uprear I 
Wide, wide to the winds of the north let it fly, 
Like the sun's latest flash when the tempest is nigh ! 
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Ye sons of the strong, when that dawning shall 

break, 
Need the harp of the aged remind you to wake ? 
That dawn never beamed on your forefathers' eye, 
But it roused each high chieftain to vanquish or die. 

O sprung from the Kings who in Islay kept state, 
Proud chiefs of Clan-Ranald, Glengary, and Sleat ! 
Combine like three streams from one mountain of 

snow. 
And resistless in union rush down on the foe ! 

True son of Sir Evan, undaunted Lochiel, 

Place thy targe on thy shoulder and burnish thy 

steel ! 
Rough Keppoch, give breath to thy bugle's bold 

swell. 
Till far Coryarrick resound to the knell ! 

Stem son of Lord Kenneth, high chief of Kintail, 
Let the stag in thy standard bound wild in the gale I 
May the race of Clan-Gillian, the fearless and free, 
Remember Glenlivet, Harlaw, and Dundee ! 

Let the clan of gray Fingon, whose offspring has 

given 
Such heroes to earth, and such martyrs to heaven, 
Unite with the race of renowned Rorri More, 
To launch the long galley, and stretch to the oar ! 

How Mac-Shimei will joy when their chief shall 

display 
The yew-crested bonnet o'er tresses of gray ! 
How the race of wronged Alpine and murdered 

Glencoe 
Shall shout for revenge when they pour on the foe I 

Ye sons of brown Dermid, who slew the wild boar, 
Resume the pure faith of the great Callum-More ! 
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Mac-Neil of the Islands, and Moy of the Lake, 
For honor, for freedom, for vengeance awake I 

Awake on your hills, on your islands awake. 
Brave sons of the mountain, the frith, and the lake I 
*Tis the bugle — but not for the chase is the call ; 
'Tis the pibroch's shrill summons — but not to the 
hall. 

*Tis the summons of heroes for conquest or death. 
When the banners are blazing on mountain and 

heath ; 
They call to the dirk, the cla}'more, and the targe, 
To the march and the muster, the line and me 

charge. 

Be the brand of each chieftain like Fin's in his ire ! 
May the blood through his veins flow like currents 

of fire ! 
Burst the base foreign yoke as your sires did of 

yore! 
Or die, like your sires, and endure it no more I 

" A» Flora concluded her song, Fergus stood before them, and 
immediately commenced with a theatrical air," 

Lady of the Desert, hail ! 
That lovest the harping of the Gael, 
Through fair and fertile regions borne, 
Where never yet grew gnaa or com. 

« But English poetry will never succeed under the influence 
of a Highland Helicon — AUonSj courage " — 

O vous, qui buvez a tasse pleine, 

A cette heureuse fontalne, 
Ou on ne voit sur le rivage 

Que quelques vilains troupeaux, 
Suivis de nymphes de village, 

Qui les escortent sans sabots . • 

Chap.xxiL 
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(10.)— LINES ON CAPTAIN WOGAN. 

" The letter from the Chief contained Flora's lines on the fltte 
of Captain Wogan, whose enterprising character is so well drawn 
by Clarendon. He bad originally engaged in the service of the 
Parliament, but had abjured that party upon the execution of 
Charles I. ; and upon hearing that the royal standard was set up 
by the Earl of Glencairn and General Middleton in the Highlands 
<rf Scotland took leave of Charles II., who was then at PariSj 
passed into England, assembled a body of cavaliers in the neigh- 
borhood of London, and traversed the kingdom, which had been 
so long under domination of the usurper, by marches conducted 
with such skill, dexterity, and spirit, that he safely united his 
handful of horsemen with the body of Highlanders then in arms. 
After several months of desultory warfare, in which Wogan's 
skill and courage gained him the highest reputation, he had the 
misfortune to be wounded in a dangerous manner, and no sur- 
gical assistance being within reach, he terminated nis short but 
glorious career." 

The verses were inscribed, 



TO AN OAK TREE, 

IN THE CHUBCHTARD OP ,IN THE mOHLANDS OF SCOTLAIfD, 

BAID TO MAEK THX QRAYS OF CAPTAIN WOQAN, KILLED IN 1619. 

Emblem of England's ancient faith, 
Full proudly may thy branches wave, 

Where loyalty lies low in death, 
And valor fills a timeless grave. 

'*And thou, brave tenant of the tomb I 

Repine not if our clime deny. 
Above thine honored sod to bloom, 

The flowrets of a milder sky. 

These owe their birth to menial May ; 

Beneath a fiercer sun they pine, 
Before the winter storm decay — 

And can their worth be type of thine ? 

No ! for, *mid storms of Fate opposing, 

Still higher swelled thy dauntless heart, 
And, while Despair the scene was cloinng, 
Conomenced thy brief but brilliant part 
VOL. ni. 14 r-^^^T^ 
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*Twas then thou sought'st on Albyn's hill, 
(When England's sons the strife resigned,) 

A rugged race resisting still, 

And unsubdued though unrefined. 

Thy death's hour heard no kindred wail, 
No holy knell thy requiem rung ; 

Thy mourners were the plaided Gael, 
Thy dirge the clamorous pibroch sung. 

Yet who, in Fortune's simimer-shine 
To waste life's longest term away, 

Would change that glorious dawn of thine. 
Though darkened ere its noontide day ? 

Be thine the Tree whose dauntless boughs 
Brave summer's drought and winter's gloom ! 

Rome bound with oak her patriot's brows, 
As Albyn shadows Wogan's tomb. 

Chap, xxix. 



(11.) — "FOLLOW ME, FOLLOW ME." 

" * Who ar« dead ? ' said Warerley, forgetting the ineapadty of 
Davie to hold any connected discourse. 

" Baron — and Baillie — and Sanders Sanderson — and Lady 
Bose, that sang sae sweet — A' dead and gane — dead and gane, 
(said Davie)— 

But follow, follow me. 

While glow-worms light the lea, 

I'll show ye where the dead shoidd be — 

Each in his shroud. 

While winds pipe loud. 

And the red moon peeps dim through the cloud. 

Follow, follow me ; 
Brave should he be 
That treads by the night the dead man's lea." 

Chap. Iziii. 1819. 
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THE AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY. 

[t< I am not able to give the exact date of the following reply 
to one of John Ballantyne's expostulations on the subject of the 
secret. ^^ — Li/e J vol. ir. p. 179.] 

" No, John, I will not own the book — 

I won't, you Piccaroon. 
When next I try St Grubby's brook, 
The A. of Wai— shall bait the hook — 

And flat-fish bite as soon, 
As if before them they had got 
The worn-out wriggler 

Walter Scott." 



FAREWELL TO MACKENZIE. 

HIGH CHIEF OF KI19TAIL. 
ntOM THE GAXLIO. 

The original renea are arranged to a beautiful Gaelic air, of 
which the chorus is adapted to the double puU upon the oars of 
a galley, and which is therefore distinct from the ordinary jor- 
nuns, or boat-songs. They were composed by the Family Bard 
upon the departure of the Earl of Seaforth, who was obliged to 
take refuge in Spain, after an unsuccessful effort of insurrectioa 
in fltvor of the Stuart fiunily, in the year 1718. 

Farewell to Maekenneth, great Earl of the North, 
The Lord of Lochcarron, Glenshiel, and Sea-forth ; 
To the Chieftain this morning his course who began, 
Launching forth on the billows his bark like a swan. 
For a far foreign land he has hoisted his sail. 
Farewell to Mackenzie, High Chief of Kintail ! 

O swift be the galley, and hardy her crew. 
May her captain be skilful, her mariners true. 
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In danger undaunted, unweary by toil, 

Though the whirlwind should rise, and the ocean 

should boil : 
On the brave vessePs gunnel I drank her bonail,* 
And farewell to Mackenzie, High Chief of Kintail I 

Awake fn thy chamber, thou sweet southland gale ! 
Like the sighs of his people, breathe soft on his sail ; 
Be prolonged as regret, that his vassals must know, 
Be fair as their faith, and sincere as their woe : 
Be so soft, and so fair, and so faithful, sweet gale. 
Wafting onward Mackenzie, Hi^h Chief of Kintail I 

Be his pilot experienced, and trusty, and wise, 
To measure the seas and to study the. skies : 
May he hoist all his canvas from streamer to deck, 
But O ! crowd it higher when wafting him back — 
Till the cliffs of Skooroora, and Conan's glad vale, 
Shall welcome Mackenzie, High Chief of Kintail I 

1815. 



IMITATION OF THE PRECEDINa SONGJ 

So sung the old Bard, in the grief of his heart, 
When he saw his loved Lord from his people depart; 
Now mute on thy mountains, O Albyn, are heard 
Nor the voice of the song, nor the harp of the bard ; 
Or its strings are but waked by the stem winter 

gale, 
As they mourn for Mackenzie, last Chief of Kintail. 

1 Bonail, or BonaUes, the old Scottish phrase for a feast at 
parting with a friend. 

« These rerses were written shortly after the death of Lord 
Seaforth, the last male reprPseDtatire of his illustrious House. 
He was a nobleman of extraordinary talents, who must hare 
made for himself a lasting reputation, had not his political ex> 
ertions been checked by Vie painful natural infirmities alluded 
to in the fourth stanaa — See Life of Seott^ toI. t. pp. 18, 19. 
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From the far Southland Border a Minstrel came 

forth, 
And he waited the hour that some Bard of the north 
His hand on the harp of the ancient should cast, 
And bid its wild numbers mix high with the blast; 
But no bard was there left in the land of the Gael, 
To lament for Mackenzie, last Chief of Kintail. 

And shalt thou then sleep, did the Minstrel exclaim, 
Like the son of the lowly, unnoticed by fame ? 
No, son of Fitzorerald ; in accents of woe. 
The song thou hast loved o'er thy coffin shall flow. 
And teach thy wild mountains to join in the wail. 
That laments for Mackenzie, last Chief of Kintail. 

In vain, the bright course of thy talents to wrong, 
Fate deadened thine ear and imprisoned thy tongue ; 
For brighter o'er all her obstructions arose 
The glow of the genius they could not oppose : 
And who in the land of the Saxon or Gael, 
Might match with Mackenzie, High Chief of Kintail. 

Thy sons rose around thee in liojht and in love, 
All a father could hope, all a friend could approve ; 
What 'vails it the tale of thy sorrows to tell, — 
In the spring-time of youth and of promise they fell 1 
Of the tne of Fitzgerald remains not a male. 
To bear the proud name of the Chief of Kintail. 

And thou, gentle Dame, who must bear, to thy grief, 
For thy clan and thy country the cares of a Chief, 
Whom brief rolHng moons in six changes have left, 
Of thy husband, and father, and brethren bereft. 
To tmne ear of affection, how sad is the hail, 
That salutes tiiee the heir of the line of Kintail.^ 

1 The Honorable Lady Hood, daughter of the last Lord Sea- 
forth, ^dow of Admiral Sir Samuel Hood, now Mrs. Stewart 
Mackenzieof Seaforth and Glaaserton. — 1883. ^ t 
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WAR-SONG OF LACHLAN, 

HIGH CHIEF OF MACLEAN. 

FROM THE GAELIC. 

This Bong appears to be imperfeet, or, at least, like many of 
the early Gaelic poems, makes a rapid transition from one subject 
to another ; from the situation, namely, of one of the daughters 
of the clan, who opens the song by lamenting the absence of her 
lover, to an eulogium over the military glories of the Chieftain. 
The translator has endeayored to imitate the abrupt style of the 
original. 

A WEARY month has wandered o'er 
Since last we parted on the shore : 
Heaven ! that I saw thee, Love, once more, 

Safe on the shore again I — 
'Twas valiant Lachlan gave the word: 
Lachlan, of many a galley lord : 
He called his kindred bands on board, 

And launched them on the main. 

Clan-Gillian * is to ocean gone, 
Clan-Gillian, fierce in foray known ; 
Rejoicing in the glory won 

In many a bloody broil : 
For wide is heard the thundering fray, 
The rout, the ruin, the dismay. 
When from the twilight glens away, 

Clan-Gillian drives the spoil. 

Woe to the hills that shall rebound 

Our bannered bag-pipes' maddening sound ; 

Clan Gillian's onset echoing round, 

Shall shake their inmost cell. 
Woe to the bark whose crew shall gaze, 
Where Lachlan's silken streamer plays ! 
The fools might face the lightning's blaze 

As wisely and as well! 

1816. 
1 i. e. The clan of Maclean, literally the nusQ of GiUian. 
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SAINT CLOUD. 

Soft spread the southern summer night 

Her veil of darksome blue ; 
Ten thousand stars combined to light 

The terrace of Saint Cloud. 

The evening breezes gently sighed, 

Like breath of lover true, 
Bewailing the deserted pride 

And wreck of sweet Saint Cloud. 

The drum's deep roll was heard afar, 

The bugle wildly blew 
Good-night to Hulan and Hussar, 

That garrison Saint Cloud. 

The startled Naiads from the shade 

With broken urns withdrew. 
And silenced was that proud cascade, 

The glory of Saint Cloud. 

We sate upon its steps of stone. 

Nor could its silence rue, 
When waked, to music of our own, 

The echoes of Saint Cloud. 

Slow Seine might hear each lovely note 

Fall light as summer dew, 
While through the moonless air they float. 

Prolonged from fair Saint Cloud. 

And sure a melody more sweet 

His waters never knew, 
Though music's self was wont to meet 

With Princes at Saint Cloud. 
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Nor then, with more delighted ear, 

The circle round her drew, 
Than ours, when gathered round to hear 

Our songstress ^ at Saint Cloud. 

Few happy hours poor mortals pass, — 
Then give those hours their due, 

And rank among the foremost class 
Our evenings at Saint Cloud. 

Paris, Sept. 5, 1815. 



THE DANCE OF DEATH. 



Night and morning were at meeting 

Over Waterloo ; 
Cocks had sung their earliest greeting ; 

Faint and low they crew, 
For no paly beam yet shone 
On the heights of Mount Saint John ; 
Tempest-clouds prolonged the sway 
Of timeless darkness over day ; 
Whirlwind, thunder-clap, and shower, 
Marked it a predestined hour. 
Broad and frequent through the night 
Flashed the sheets of levin-light ; 
Muskets, glancing lightnings back, 
Showed the dreary bivouac 

Where the soldier lay. 
Chill and stiff, and drenched with rain, 
Wishing dawn of mom again, 

Though death should come with day. 

1 These lines were written after an erening spent at Saint 
Cloud with the late Lady Alvanley and her ^uighters, one of 
irhom was the songstress alluded to in the text. 
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II. 

'T is at such a tide and hour, 
Wizard, witch, and fiend have power, 
And ghastly forms through mist and shower 

Gleam on the gifted ken ; 
And then the afflicted prophet's ear 
Drinks whispers strange of Kite and fear 
Presaging death and ruin near 

Among the sons of men ; — 
Apart from Albyn's war array, 
*T was then gray Allan sleepless lay ; 
Gray Allan, who, for many a day, 

Had followed stout and stern. 
Where, through battle's rout and reel, 
Storm of shot and hedge of steel, 
Led the grandson of IxKjhiel, 

Valiant Fassiefem. 
Through steel and shot he leads no more. 
Low laid 'mid friends' and foemen's gore — 
But long his native lake's wild shore. 
And Sunart rough, and hi^h Ardgower, 

And Morven long shall tell. 
And proud Bennevis hear with awe, 
How, upon bloody Quatre-Bras, 
Brave Cameron heard the wild hurra 

Of conquest as he fell. 



'Lone on the outskirts of the host, 
The weary sentinel held post. 
And heard, through darkness far aloof, 
The frequent clang of courser's hoof. 
Where held the cloaked patrol their course. 
And spurred 'gainst storm the swerving horse ; 
But there are sounds in Allan's ear, 
Patrol nor sentinel may hear, 
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And sights before his eye aghast 
Invisible to them have passed, 

When down the destined plain, 
'Twixt Britain and the bands of France, 
Wild as marsh-bome meteor's glance, 
Strange phantoms wheeled a revel dance, 

And doomed the future slain. — 
Such forms were seen, such sounds were heard, 
When Scotland's James his march prepared 

For Flodden's fatal plain ; 
Such, when he drew his ruthless sword. 
As Choosers of the Slain, adored 

The yet unchristened Dane. 
An indistinct and phantom band, 
They wheeled their ring-dance hand in hand, 

With gestures wild and dread ; 
The Seer, who watched them ride the storm, 
Saw through their faint and shadowy form 

The lightning's flash more red ; 
And still their ghastly roundelay 
Was of the coming battle-fray 

And of the destined dead. 



" Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thunders rattle loud, 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave. 

To sleep without a shroud. 

Our airy feet. 
So light and fleet. 

They do not bend the rye 
That sinks its head when whirlwinds rave, 
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And swells agsdn in eddying wave, 

As each wild gust blows by ; 
But still the com, 
At dawn of morn, 

Our fatal steps that bore. 
At eve lies waste, 
A trampled paste 

Of blackening mud and gore. 



V. 

" Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance. 

And thunders rattle loud, 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave, 

To sleep without a shroud. 

" Wheel the wild dance I 
Brave sons of France, 

For you our ring makes room ; 
Make space full wide 
For martial pride, 

For banner, spear, and plume. 
Approach, draw near, 
Proud cuirassier I 

Room for the men of steel ! 
Through crest and plate 
The broadsword's weight 

Both head and heart shall feeL 



" Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance. 

And thunders rattle loud, 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave. 

To sleep without a shroud.^ . 
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Sons of the spear I 
You feel us near 

In many a ghastly dream ; 
With fancy's eye 
Our forms you spy, 

And hear our fatal scream. 
With clearer sight 
Ere falls the night, 

Just when to weal or woe 
Your disembodied souls take flight 
On trembling wing — each startled sprite 

Our choir of death shall know. 



" Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thunders rattle loud, 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave. 

To sleep without a shroud. 

Burst, ye clouds, in tempest showers, 
Redder rain shall soon be ours — 

See the east grows wan — 
Yield we place to sterner game. 
Ere deadlier bolts and direr flame 
Shall the welkin's thunders shame. 
Elemental rage is tame 

To the wrath of man." 



At mom, gray Allan's mates with awe 
Heard of the visioned sights he saw, 

The legend heard him say ; 
But the Seer^s gifted eye was dim, 
Deafened his ear, and stark his limb, 

Ere closed that bloody day — 
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He sleeps far from his Highland heath, — 
But often of the Dance or Death 

His comrades tell the tale, 
On picquet-post, when ebbs the night, 
And waning watch-fires glow less bright, 

And dawn is glimmering pale. 

1816. 



ROMANCE OF DUNOIS. 



PARTANT POUR LA SYRIE. 

The original of this little Romance makes part of a manuscript 
Collection of French Songs, probably compiled by some young 
ofBlcer, which was found on the field of Waterioo, so much 
stained with clay and with blood, as sufficiently to indicate the 
&te of its late owner. The song is popular in France, and is 
rather a good specimen of the style of composition to which it 
belongs.* The translation is strictly literal. 

It was Dunois, the young and brave, was bound for 

Palestine, 
But first he made his orisons before St. Mary's 

shrine : 
" And grant, immortal Queen of Heaven," was still 

the Soldier's prayer, 
"That I may prove the bravest knight, and love 

the fairest fair." 

His oath of honor on the shrine he graved it with 

his sword. 
And followed to the Holy Land the banner of his 

Lord; 
Where, faithful to his noble vow, his war-cry filled 

the air, 
" Be honored aye the bravest knight, beloved the 

fairest fair." 

1 It was written and set to music by Queen Hortense, the 
mother of Napoleon III. 
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They owed the conquest to his arm, and then his 

Liege-Lord said, 
" The* heart that has for honor beat by bliss must 

be repaid. — 
My daughter Isabel and thou shall be a wedded 

pair, 
For thou art bravest of the brave, she fairest of the 

fair." 

And then they bound the holy knot before Saint 

Mary's shrine, 
That makes a paradise on earth, if hearts and 

hands combine ; 
And every lord and lady bright, that were in 

chapel there, 
Ciied, " Honored be the bravest knight, beloved 

the fairest fair ! *' 

1815. 



THE TROUBADOUR. 

FROM THE SAME COLLECTION. 

Glowing with love, on fire for fame, 

A Troubadour that hated sorrow, 
Beneath his Lady's window came. 

And thus he sung his last good-morrow : 
" Mv arm it is my country's right. 

My heart is in my true-love's bower ^ 
Gaily for love and fame to fight 

Befits the gallant Troubadour." 

And while he marched with helm on head 
And harp in hand, the descant rung, 

As, faithful to his favorite maid. 
The minstrel-burden still he sung : 

" My arm it is my country's right, 
My heart is in my lady's bower ; 
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Besolved for love and fame to fight, 
I come, a gallant Troubadour." 

Even when the battle-roar was deep, 

With dauntless heart he hewed his way, 
'Mid splintering lance and falchion-sweep, 

Ana still was heard his warrior-lay : 
" My life it is my country's right, 

My heart is in my lady's bower ; 
For love to die, for fame to fight. 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour." 

Alas ! upon the bloody field 

He fell beneath the foeman's glaive. 
But still reclining on his shield. 

Expiring sung the exultinjj stave : — 
" My life it is my country's nght, 

My heart is in my lady's bower ; 
For love and ^une to fall in fight 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour." 

1815. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

It chanced that Cupid on a season, 
By Fancy urged, resolved to wed. 

But could not settle whether Reason 
Or Folly should partake his bed. 

What does he then ? — Upon my life, 
'Twas bad example for a deity — 

He takes me Reason for a wife. 
And Folly for his hours of gaiety. 

Though thus he dealt in petty treason. 
He loved them both in equal measure ; 

Fidelity was bom of Reason, 

And Folly brought to bed of Pleasure. 

1815. 
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SONG, 

ON THE LIFTINO OF THE BANNER OP THE HOUSE OF 

BUCCLEUCH, AT A GREAT FOOT-BALL BLATCH 

ON CABTERHAUGH.1 

From the brown crest of Newark its summons ex- 
tending, 
Our si^al is waving in smoke and in flame : 
And each forester bhthe, from his mountain de- 
scending, 
Bounds light o'er the heather to join in the game. 



Then up with the Banner y let forest winds fan her. 
She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages and more ; 

In sport we *ll attend her, in battle defend her, 

With heart and with hand, like our fathers before. 

When the Southern invader spread waste and dis- 
order, 
At the glance of her crescents he paused and 
withdrew, 
For around them were marshalled the pride of the 
Border, 
The Flowers of the Forest, the Bands of Buc- 
cleuch. 
Then up with the Banner, etc. 

A Stripling's weak hand* to our revel has borne 
her, 
No mail-glove has grasped her, no spearmen 
surround; 

1 The foot-ball match on which this song was written took 

Slaoe on December 6, 1815. and was also celebrated bv the Bttrick 
hepherd. See Li/e of Seott^ vol. y. pp. 112, 116, 122. 
< The bearer of the standard was the Author^s eldest son. 
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But ere a bold foeman should scathe or should 
scorn her, 
A thousand true hearts would be cold on the 
ground. 

Then up with the Banner, etc. 

"We forget each contention of civil dissension, 
And hail, like our brethren, Home, Douglas, and 
Car: 
And Elliot and Pringle in pastime shall mingle, 
As welcome in peace as their fathers in war. 
Then up with the Banner, etc. 

Then strip, lads, and to it, though sharp be the 
weather. 
And if, by mischance, you should happen to fall, 
There are worse things in life than a tumble on 
heather. 
And life is itself but a game at foot-ball. 
Then up with the Banner, etc. 

And when it is over, we *11 drink a blithe measure 
To each Laird and each Lady that witnessed our 
fun, 
And to every blithe heart that took part in our 
pleasure, 
To the lads that have lost and the lads that have 
won. 

Then up with the Banner, etc. 

May the Forest still flourish, both Borough and 
Land-ward, 
From the hall of the Peer to the herd's ingle- 
nook; 
And huzza! my brave hearts, for Buccleuch and 
his standard. 
For the King and the Country, the Clan, and 
the Duke ! 
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Then up tcith the Banner, let forest winds fan her. 
She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages and more ; 

In sport we'll attend her, in battle defend her, 

With heart and with hand, like our fathers before. 

1815. 



LULLABY OF AN INFANT CmEF. 

Air— '*CSaduigt«to.»l 
I. 

O, HUSH thee, my babie, thy sire was a knight, 

Thy mother a lady, both lovely and bright ; 

The woods and the glens, from the towers which 

we see. 
They all are belonging, dear babie, to thee. 

O ho ro, 1 ri ri, cadul gu lo, 

O ho ro, i ri ri, etc. 

II. 

O, fear not the bugle, though loudly it blows, 
It calls but the warders that guard thy repose ; 
Their bows would be bended, their blades would be 

red. 
Ere the step of a foeman draws near to thy bed. 
O ho ro, i ri ri, etc. 

III. 

O, hush thee, my babie, the time soon will come. 
When thy sleep shall be broken by trumpet and 
drum; 

3 "Sleep on till day." These words, adapted to a melody 
somewhat dl£Ferent from the original, are sung in my Mend Mr. 
Terry's drama of '' Quy Mannering." 
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Then hush thee, my darling, take rest while you 

may. 
For strife comes with manhood, and waking with 
day. 

O ho ro, i ri ri, etc. 

1816. 



FROM GUY MANNERING. 

(1.) — SONGS OF MEG MERRILIEd. 
NATIVITY OP HARRY BERTRAM. 

Canny moment, lucky fit; 

Is the lady lighter yet ? 

Be it lad or be it lass, 

Sign wi* cross, and sain wi* mass. ^ 

Trefoil, vervain, JohnVwort, dill, 
Hinders witches of their will ; 
Weel is them, that weel may 
Fast upon St. Andrew's day. 

Saint Bride and her brat, 

Saint Colme and her cat, 

Saint Michael and his spear, 

Keep the house frae reif and wear. ~ 

Chap.m. 

"twist ye, twine ye." 

Twist ye, twine ye ! even so. 
Mingle shades of joy and woe, 
Hope, and fear, and peace, and strife, 
In the thread of human life. 

While the mystic twist is spinning. 
And the infant's life beginning. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



228 MISCELLANEOUS TIECES. 

Dimly seen through twilight bending, 
Lo, what varied shapes attending ! 

Passions wild, and follies vain. 
Pleasures soon exchanged for pain ; 
Doubt, and jealousy, and fear, 
In the magic dance appear. 

Now they wax, and now they dwindle, 
Whirling with the whirling spindle, 
Twist ye, twine ye ! even so. 
Mingle human bliss and woe. 

Ibid. 

THE DYING GIPSY SMUGGLER. 

Wasted, weary, wherefore stay. 
Wrestling thus with earth and clay ? 
From the body pass away ; — 

Hark ! the mass is singing. 

From thee doff thy mortal weed, 
Mary Mother be thy speed. 
Saints to help thee at thy need ; — 
Hark ! the knell is ringing. 

Fear not snow-drift driving fast. 
Sleet, or hail, or levin blast ; 
Soon the shroud shall lap thee fast, 
^nd the sleep be on thee cast 

That shall ne'er know waking. 

Haste thee, haste thee, to be gone. 
Earth flits fast, and time draws on, — 
Gasp thy gasp, and groan thy groan. 
Day is near the breaking. 



" The songstress paused, and was answered by one or two deep 
and hollow groans, that seemed to proceed from the very agony 
of the mortal strife. ' It will not be,' she mattered to herself. 
* He cannot pass away with that on his mind ; it tethers him 
here." 
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Heaven cannot abide it ; 
Earth refuses to hide it. 

I must open the door.' 
" She lifted the latch, saying, 



' Open locks, end stnfe. 
Come death, and pass life.* " 



Chap. xzTii. 



THE PROPHECY. 

The dark shall be light. 

And the wrong made right, 

When Bertram's right and Bertram's might 

Shall meet on Ellangowan's height. 

C%ap. xli. 



(2.) — SONGS OF DIRK HATTERAICK AND GLOSSIN. 

'' ' And now I have brought yon some breakfast,' said Olossin, 
producing some cold meat and a flask of spirits. The latter 
Hatteraick eagerly seized upon, and applied to his mouth ; and, 
after a hearty draught, he exclaimed with great rapture, ' Das 
schmeckt ! — That Is good — that warms the liver ! ' — Then 
broke into the fragment of a High-Dutch song *' : — 

Saufen bier, und brante-wein, 

Schmeissen alle die fenstem ein ; 

Ich ben liederlich, 

Du bist liederlich, 

Sind wir nicht liederhch leute a. 

" * Well said, my hearty Captain ! ' cried Glossin, endear- 
oring to catch the tone of revelry," — 

Gin by pailfuls, wine in rivers, 

Dash the window-glass to shivers ! 

For three wild lads were we, brave boys, 

And three wild lads were we ; 

Thou on the land, and I on the sand, 

And Jack on the gallows-tree ! 

C^p. xxxiv. 
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THE RETURN TO ULSTER. 

Once again, — but how changed since my wand- 

rings began — 
I have heard the deep voice of the Lagan and Bann, 
And the pines of Clanbrassil resound to the roar 
That wearies the echoes of fair TuUamore. 
Alas ! my poor bosom, and why shouldst thou burn ? 
With the scenes of my youth can its raptures return ? 
Can I live the dear bfe of delusion again. 
That flowed when these echoes first mixed with my 

strain ? 

It was then that around me, though poor and un- 
known, 
High spells of mysteriotis enchantment were thrown ; 
The streams were of silver, of diamond the dew, 
The land wa? an Eden, for fancy was new. 
I had heard of our bards, and my soul was on fire 
At the rush of their verse, and the sweep of their 

lyre: 
To me 'twas not legend, nor tale to the ear. 
But a vision of noontide, distinguished and clear. 

Ultonia's old heroes awoke at the call. 

And renewed the wild pomp of the chase and the 

hall; 
And the standard of Fion flashed fierce from on high, 
Like a burst of the sun when the tempest is nigh.^ 
It seemed that the harp of green Erin once more 
Could renew all the glories she boasted of yore. — 
Yet why at remembrance, fond heart, shouldst thou 

burn ? 
They were days of delusion, and cannot return. 

1 In ancient Irish poetry, the standard of Fion, or Fingal, is 
called the Sun-bursty an epithet feebly rendered by the Sun-beam 
ofMaopherson. ogtized.yGooglc 
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But was she, too, a phantom, the Maid who stood by, 
And listed my lay, while she turned from mine eye ? 
Was she, too, a vision just glancing to view, 
Then dispersed in the sunbeam, or melted to dew ? 
Oh ! would it had been so, — Oh I would that her 

eye 
Had been but a star-glance that shot through the sk v, 
And her voice-that was moulded to melody's thrill, 
Had been but a zephyr, that sighed and was still ! 

Oh I would it had been so, — not then this poor 

heart 
Had learned the sad lesson, to love and to part ; 
To bear, unassisted, its burthen of care. 
While I toiled for the wealth I had no one to share. 
Not then had I said, when life's summer was done. 
And the hours of her autumn were fast speeding on, 
*' Take the fame and the riches ye brought in your 

train. 
And restore me the dream of my spring-tide again." 

1816. 



JOCK OF HAZELDEAN. 



Air — A Border Melody, 

The first stanza pf this Ballad is ancient. The others were 
written for Mr. Campbell^s Albyn's Anthology. 



*^ Why weep ye by the tide, ladie ? 

Why weep ye by the tide ? 
I '11 wed ye to my youngest son, 

And ye sail be his bnde : 
And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 

Sae comely to be seen " — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa* 

For Jock of Hazeldean. ^^^^^gi^ 
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II. 

** Now let this wilfu' grief be done, 

And dry that cheek so pale : 
Young Frank is chief of Errington, 

And lord of Langley-dale ; 
His step is first in peaceful ha', 

His sword in battle keen " — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa* 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 



" A chain of gold ye sail not lack. 

Nor braid to bind your hair ; 
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk, 

Nor palfrey fresh and fair ; 
And you, the foremost o* them a*, 

Shall ride our forest queen " — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 



The kirk was decked at morning-tide, 

The tapers glimmered fair ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride. 

And dame and knight are there. 
They sought her baith by bower and ha* ; 

The ladie was not seen ! 
She 's o'er the Border, and awa* 

Wi* Jock of Hazeldean. 

1816. 



PIBROCH OF DONALD DHU. 

Air — " Probair of Donald i>Ati.'» 

This is a very ancient pibroch belonging to Clan-MacDoiiald, 
and supposed to refer to the expedition of Donald Balloch, who, 
in 1481, launched from the Isles with a considerable force, in- 
vaded Lochabar, and at Inverlochy defeated and put to flight the 
Saris of Mar and Caithness^ though at the head of aa army 
superior to his own. 
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Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 

Summon Clan-Conuil. 
Come away, come away, 

Hark to the summons ! 
Come in your war array. 

Gentles and commons. 

Come from deep glen, and 

From mountain so rocky, 
The war-pipe and pennon 

Are at Inverlochy. 
Come every hill-plaid, and 

True heart that wears one. 
Come every steel-blade, and 

Strong hand that bears one. 

Leave untended the herd. 

The flock without shelter ; 
Leave the corpse uninterred, 

The bride at the altar ; 
Leave the deer, leave the steer. 

Leave nets and barges : 
Come with your fighting gear, 

Broadswoixls and targes. 

Come m the winds come, when 

Forests are rended ; 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded : 
Faster come, faster come. 

Faster and faster. 
Chief, vassal, page and groom, 

Tenant and master. 

Fast they come, fast they come ; 

See how they gather ! 
Wide waves the eagle plume. 

Blended with heather. 
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Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 

Forward each man set ! 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset ! 

1816. 



NORA'S VOW. 

Air — " Cha teid mis a chaoidh.^^ i 

WRITTEN FOR ALBYN'S AlfTHOLOGY. 

In the original Qaelic, the Lady makes protestations that she 
will not go with the Red Earl's son, until the swan should build 
in the cliff, and the eagle in the lake — until one mountain 
should chan^ places with another, and so forth. It Is but fiUr 
to add, that there is no authority for supposing that she altered 
her mind — except the yehemence of her protestation. 



Hear what Highland Nora said, — 
" The Earlie's son I will not wed, 
Should all the race of nature die, 
And none be left but he and I. 
For all the gold, for all the gear. 
And all the lands both far and near. 
That ever valor lost or won, 
1 would not wed the Earlie*s ion." — 



" A maiden's vows,** old Galium spoke, 
*' Are lightly made and lightly broke ; 
The heather on the mountain's height 
Begins to bloom in purple light ; 
The frost-wind soon shall sweep away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae ; 
Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone. 
May blithely wed the Earlie*8 son.*' — * 

1 " I will never go with him.»' , 
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" The swan," she said, " the lake's clear breast 
May barter for the eagle's uest ; 
Tha Awe's fierce stream may backward turn, 
Ben-Cruaicban fall and crush Kilchum ; 
Our kilted clans, when blood is high, 
Before their foes may turn and fly ; 
But I, were all these marvels done, 
'Would never wed the Earlie's son." 



IV. 

Still in the water-lily's shade 

Her wonted nest the wild-swan made ; 

Ben-Cruaichan stands as fast as ever. 

Still downward foams the Awe's fierce river ; 

To shun the clash of foeman's steel, 

No Highland brogue has turned the heel ; 

But Nora's heart is lost and won, 

— She 's wedded to the Earlie's son ! 

1816. 



MACGREGOR'S GATHERING. 

Air.— " 2%atV a Chigaiach.'^^ 
WRITTEN FOR ALBYN*S ANTHOLOGY. 

These rerses are adapted to a very wild, yet lively gatherins- 
tune, used by the MacGregors. The seyere treatment of this 
Clan, their outlawry, and the proscription of their very name, 
are alluded to in the Ballad. 

The moon's on the lake, and the mist's on the brae, 
And the Clan has a name that is nameless by day ; 

Then gather, gather, gather Grigalach I 

Gather, gather, gather, etc. 

1 " The BlacGregor is oome." 
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Our signal for fight, that from monarchs we drew, 
Must be heard but by night in our vengeful haloo ! 

Then haloo, Gngalach ! haloo, Grigalach ! 

Haloo, haloo, haloo, Grigalach, etc. 

Glen Orchy's proud mountains, Coalchuim and her 

towers, 
Glenstrae and Glenlyon no longer are ours : 

We're landless, landless, landless, Griga- 
lach! 
Landless, landless, landless, etc. 

But doomed and devoted by vassal and lord, 
MacGregor has still both his heart and his sword ! 

Then courage, courage, courage, Grigjv- 
lach! 

Courage, courage, courage, etc. 

If they rob us of name, and pursue us with beagles. 

Give their roofs to the flame, and their flesh to the 

eagles I [Grigalach I 

Then vengeance, vengeance, vengeance. 

Vengeance, vengeance, vengeance, etc. 

While there 's leaves in the forest, and foam on the 

river, 
MacGregor, despite them, shall flourish for ever ! 
Come then, Grigalach, come then, Griga- 
lach, 
Come then, come then, come then, etc. 

Through the depths of Loch Katrine the steed shall 

career, 
O'er the peak of Ben-Lomond the galley shall steer. 
And the rocks of Craig-Royston ^ like icicles melt, 
Ere our wrongs be forgot, or our vengeance unfelt 1 
Then gather, gather, gather, Grigalach ! 
Gather, gather, gather, etc. 

1816. 

1 ** Rob Roy Mac-Qregor's own designatioii waa of Innersnail ; 
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VERSES, 

COMPOSED FOR THE OCCASION, ADAPTED TO HAYDN'S 
AIR, 

" God save the Emperor Francis y''^ 

AVD 8UN0 BT A 8BLBCT BAND AFTER THE DINNER OIVXN BT TBI LORD 
PROVOST OF EDINBURGH TO THB 

GRAND-DUKE NICHOLAS OP RUSSIA, 

AND HIS SUITE, 19tH DECEMBER, 1816. 

God protect brave Alexander, 
Heaven defend the noble Czar, 
Mighty Russia's high Commander, 
First in Europe's banded war ; 
For the realms he did deliver 
From the tyrant overthrown. 
Thou, of every good the Giver, 
Grant him long to bless his own ! 
Bless him, 'mid his land's disaster. 
For her rights who battled brave. 
Of the land of foemen master, 
Bless him who their wrongs forgave. 

O'er his just resentment victor, 
Victor over Europe's foes, 
Late and long supreme director, 
Grant in peace his reign may close. 
Hail ! then, hail ! illustrious stranger I 
Welcome to our mountain strand ; 
Mutual interests, hopes, and danger, 
Link us with thy native land. 

but he appears to have acquired a right of some kind or other to 
th* property or possession of Craig-Royston, a domain of roclc and 
forest, lying on the east side of Loch Lomond, where that beau- 
tiful lake stretches into the dusky mountains of GlenfiiUoch." — 
Introduction to Rob Roy, Waverley Novels. 
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Freemen's force, or false beguiling, 
Shall that union ne*er divide, 
Hand in hand while peace is smiling, 
And in battle side by side.^ 



FROM THE ANTIQUARY. 

(1.) — TIME. 

" The window of a turret, which projected at an angle with the 
wall, and thus came to be very near Lovel'a apartment was half 
open, and from that quarter he heard again the same musio 
which had probably broken short his dream. Withrits yisionary 
character it had lost much of its charms — it was now nothing 
more than an air on the harpsichord, tolerably well performed — 
such is the caprice of imagination as affecting the fine arts. A 
female voice sung, with some taste and great simplicity, some- 
thing between a song and a hymn, in words to the following 



" Why sit'st thou by that ruined hall. 
Thou aged carle so stern and gray ? 

Dost thou its former pride recall. 
Or ponder how it passed away ? " — 

" Know'st thou not me ? " the Deep Voice cried ; 

" So long enjoyed, so oft misused — 
Alternate, in thy fickle pride. 

Desired, neglected, and accused ! 

" Before my breath, like blazing flax, 

Man and his marvels pass away ! 
And changing empires wane and wax, 

Are founded, flourish, and decay. 

1 Mr., afterwards Sir William Arbuthnot, the Lord Provost of 
Edinburgh, who had the honor to entertain the Grand-Duke, 
afterwards Emperor of Russia, was a personal Mend of Sir 
Walter Scott's. 
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" Redeem mine hours — the space is brief — 
While in my glass the sand-grains shiver, 

And measureless thy joy or grief, 

When Time and thou shalt part for ever ! " 

Chap. z. 



(2.) — EPITAPH ON JON 0' YB GIRNELL. 

" Beneath an old oak-tree, upon a hillock, lay a moss-grown 
stone, and, in memory of the departed worthy, it bore an in- 
scription, of which, as Mr. Oldbuck affirmed, (though many 
doubted,) the departed characters could be distinctly traced to 
the following effect : " — 

Heir lyeth Jon o' ye Girnell, 
Erth has ye nit and heuen ye kirnell. 
In hys tyme ilk wyfe*s hennis clokit. 
Ilka gud mannis herth wi* bairnis was stokit. 
He deled a boll o' bear in firlottis fyve. 
Four for ye halie kirke and ane for pure mennis 
wyvis. 

Chap. zi. 

(3.) — ELSPETH'S BALLAD. 

** As the Antiquary lifted the latch of the hut, he was surprised 
to hear the shrill, tremulous voice of ELspeth chanting forth an 
old ballad in a wild and doleful rccitatiye : " — 

The herrinff loves the merry moon-light, 

The mackerel loves the wind. 
But the oyster loves the dredging sang. 

For they come of a gentle kind. 

Now hand your tongue, baith wife and carle. 

And listen great and sma', 
And I will sing of Glenallan's Earl 

That fought on the red Harlaw. 

The cronach*s cried on Bennachie, 
And doun the Don and a'. 
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And hieland and lawland may moumfu' be 
For the sair field of Harlaw. 

They saddled a hundred milk-white steeds, 
They hae bridled a hundred black, 

With a chafron of steel on each horse's head, 
And a good knight upon his back. 

They hadna ridden a mile, a mile, 

A mile but barely ten, 
When Donald came branking down the brae 

Wi' twenty thousand men. 

Their tartans they were waving wide, 
Their glaives were glancing clear. 

The pibrochs rung frae side to side, 
Would deafen ye to hear. 

The great Earl in his stirrups stood, 

That Highland host to see : 
" Now here a knight that's stout and good 

May prove a jeopardie : 

" What would'st thou do, my squire so gay. 
That rides beside my reyne, — 

Were ye Glenallan's Earl the day, 
And I were Roland Cheyne ? 

" To turn the rein were sin and shame. 
To fight were wond'rous peril, — 

What would ye do now, Roland Cheyne, 
Were ye Glenallan's Earl ? '' — 

" Were I Glenallan's Earl this tide. 

And ye were Roland Cheyne, 
The spear should be in my horse's side. 

And the bridle upon his mane. 

" If they hae twenty thousand blades. 
And we twice ten times ten. 
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Yet they hae but their tartan plaids, 
And we are mail-clad men. 

" My horse shall ride through ranks sae rude, 
As through the moorland fern, — 

Then ne'er let the gentle Norman blude 
Grow cauld for Highland kerne." 

He turned him right and round again, 

Said, Scorn na at my mither ; 
Light loves I may get mony a ane. 

But minnie ne'er anither. 

Chap. xl. 

MOTTOES IN THE ANTIQUARY. 

" The scraps of poetry which hare been in most cases teuiked 
to the beginning of chapters in these Norels, are sometimes quo- 
ted either from residing or from memory, but, in the general case, 
are pure inyention. I found it- too troublesome to turn to the 
collection of the British Poets to discover apposite mottoes, and, 
in the situation of the theatrical mechanist, who, when the white 
paper which represented his shower of snow was exhausted, con- 
tinued the shower by showering brown. I drew on my mem- 
ory as long as I could, and when that &iled, eked it out with in- 
vention. I believe that, in some cases, where actual names are 
affixed to the supposed quotations, it would be to little purpose 
to seek them in the works of the authors referred to. In some 
cases, I have been entertained when D.r. Watts and other graver 
authors have been ransacked in vain for stanzas for which the 
novelist alone was responsible." — Introduction to the Chronicles 
of the Canongate. 

1. 

I knew Anselmo. He was shrewd and prudent, 

Wisdom and cunning had their shares of him ; 

But he was shrewish as a wayward child. 

And pleased a^ain by toys which childhood please ; 

As — book of mbles graced with print of wood, 

Or else the jingling of a rusty medal. 

Or the rare melody of some old ditty. 

That first was sung to please King f epia'a CTa<fle. 
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(2.) — CHAP. IX. 

" Be brave," she cried, " you yet may be our guest, 

Our haunted room was ever held the best : 

If, then, your valor can the fight sustain 

Of rustling curtains, and the clinking chain ; 

If your courageous tongue have powers to talk. 

When round your bed the horrid ghost shall walk ; 

If vou dare ask it why it leaves its tomb, 

I'll see your sheets well aired, and show the room." 

^rue Story. 
(8.) — CHAP. XI. 

Sometimes he thinks that Heaven this vision sent, 
And ordered all the pageants as they went ; 
Sometimes that only 't was wild Fancy's play, — 
The loose and scattered relics of the day. 

(4.) — CHAP. XII. 

Beggar! — the only freemen of your Common- 
wealth ; 
Free above Scotrfree, that observe no laws, 
Obey no governor, use no religion 
But what they draw from their own ancient customs, 
Or constitute themselves, yet they are no rebels. 

Srotnt. 

(5.) — CHAP. XIX. 

Here has been such a stormy encounter, 
Betwixt my cousin Captain, and this soldier. 
About I know not what ! — nothing, indeed ; 
Competitions, degrees, and comparatives 

Of soldiership 1 

A Faire Quetrrel, 

(6.) — CHAP. XX. 

-If you' fail honor here. 



Never presume to serve her any more ; 
Bid farewell to the integrity of arms, 
And the honorable name of soldier 
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Fall from you, like a shivered wreath of laurel 
By thunder struck from a desertlesse forehead. 

A Faire Quarrel. 
(7.) — CHAP. XXI. 

The Lord Abbot had a soul 

Subtile and quick, and searching as the fire : 

By magic stairs he went as deep as hell, 

And if in devils* possession gold be kept, 

He brought some sure from thence — *tis hid in 

caves. 
Known, save to me, to none 

The Wonder of a Kingdome. 
(8.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

Many great ones 

Would part with half their states, to have the plan 
And credit to beg in the first style. — 

Beggar's Bush. 
(9.) — CHAP. XXX. 

Who is he ? — One that for the lack of land 
Shall fight upon the water — he hath challenged 
Formeny the grand whale ; and by his titles 
Of Leviathan, Behemoth, and so forth. 
He tilted with a sword-fish — Marry, sir, 
Th' aquatic had the best — the argument 
Still galls our champion's breech. 

Old Play. 
(10.) —■ CHAP. XXXI. 

Tell me not of it, friend — when the young weep, 
Their tears are lukewarm brine ; — from our old 

eyes 
Sorrow falls down like hail-drops of the North, 
Chilling the furrows of our withered cheeks. 
Cold as our hopes, and hardened as our feeling — 
Theirs, as they fall, sink sigfhtless — ours recoil. 
Heap the fair plain, and bleaken all before us. 

Old Play. 
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( 11. ) — CHAP. XXXIII. 

Remorse — she ne'er forsakes us ! — 
A bloodhound stanch — she tracks our rapid step 
Through the wild labyrinth of youthful frenzy, 
Unheard, perchance, until old ao;e hath tamed us ; 
Then in our lair, when Time hath chilled our joints, 
And maimed our hope of combat, or of flight, 
We hear her deep-mouthed bay, announemg all. 
Of wrath and woe and punishment that bides us. 

Old Play. 
(12.) — CHAP. XXXIV. 

Still in his dead hand clenched remain the strings 
That thrill his father's heart — e'en as the limb, 
Lopped off and laid in grave, retains, they tell us, 
Strange commerce with the mutilated stump, 
Whose nerves are twinging still in maimed existence. 

Old Play. 
(13.) — CHAP. XXXV. 

Life, with you. 

Glows in the brain and dances in the arteries ; 
'Tis like the wine some joyous guest hath quaffed. 
That glads the heart and elevates the fancy ; — 
Mine is the poor residuum of the cup, 
Vapid, and dull, and tasteless, only soiling 
With its base dregs the vessel that contains it 

Old Play. 
(14.) — CHAP. XXX Vll. 

Yes ! I love Justice well — as well as you do — 
But, since the good dame 's blind, she shall excuse 

me. 
If, time and reason fitting, I prove dumb ; — 
The breath I utter now shall be no means 
To take away from me my breath in future. 

Old Play. 
( 15 ) — CHAP. XXX VIII. 

Well, well, at worst, 't is neither theft nor coinage,. 
Granting I knew all that you charge me with. 
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What, tho' the tomb hath born a second birth, 
And given the wealth to one that knew not on 't, 
Yet fair exchange was never robbery, 
Far less pure bounty ■ — 

Old Hay, 
(16.) — CHAP. XL. 

Life ebbs from such old age, unmarked and silent, 
As the slow neap-tide leaves yon stranded galley. — 
Late she rocked merrily at the least impulse 
That wind or wave could give ; but now her keel 
Is settling on the sand, her mast has ta'en 
An angle with the sky, from which it shifts not. 
Each wave receding shakes her less and less. 
Till, bedded on the strand, she shall remain 
Useless and motionless. 

Okl Play. 

(17.) — CHAP. XLI. 

So, while the Goose, of whom the fable told. 
Incumbent, brooded o'er her eggs of gold. 
With hand outstretched impatient to destroy, 
Stole on her secret nest the cruel Boy, 
Whose gripe rapacious changed her splendid dream, 
For wings vain fluttering, and for dymg scream. 
The Loves of the Sea-weeds. 

(18.) — CHAP. XLII. 

Let those go see who will — I like it not — 
For, sav he was a slave to rank and pomp, 
And all the nothings he is now divorced from 
By the hard doom of stern necessity ; 
Yet is it sad to mark his altered brow, 
Where Vanity adjusts her flimsy veil 
O'er the deep wrinkles of repentant Anguish. 

Old Play. 
(19.) — CHAP. XLIII. 

Fortune, you say, flies from us — She but circles. 
Like the fleet sea-bird round the fowler's skiff*, — 
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Lost in the mist one moment, and the next 
Brushing the white sail with her whiter wing, 
As if to court the aim. — Experience watches, 

And has her on the wheel. 

OldPiay. 

(20.) — CHAP. xuv. 

Nay, if she love me not, I care not for her : 

Shall I look pale because the maiden blooms ? 

Or ffl^h because she smiles — and smiles on others ? 

Not I, by Heaven ! — I hold my peace ioo dear, 

To let it, like the plume upon her cap. 

Shake at each nod that her caprice shall dictate. 

Old Play. 

[" It mar be worth noting, that it was in correcting the proof- 
sheets of The Antiquary that Scott first took to equipping liifl 
characters with mottoes of his own fabrication. On one occasion 
h« happened to ask John Ballantyne, who was sitting by him, to 
hunt for a particular passage in Beaumont and Fletcher. John 
did as he was bid, but did not succeed in discovering the lines, 
* Hang it, Johnnie,' cried Scott, ' I belieye I can make a motto 
sooner than jou will find one." He did so accordingly ; and 
firom that hour, whenever memory &iled to suggest an appropriate 
epigraph, he had recourse to the inexhaustible mines of ^ old play ' 
or * old baUady* to which we owe some of the most exquisite verse 
Chat ever flowed from his pen." — Li/sj vol. v. p. 145.] 

1816. 



FROM THE BLACK DWARF. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.)— CHAP. V. 

The bleakest rock upon the loneliest heath 

Feels, in its barrenness, some touch of spring ; 

And, in the April dew, or beam of May, 

Its moss and lichen freshen and revive ; 

And thus the heart, most seared to human pleasure, 

Melts at the tear, joys in the smile of woman. 

Beaumont. 
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(2.) — CHAP. XVI. 

-*T was time and griefs 



That framed him thus : Time, with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him — Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may.' 

Old Play. 1816. 



FROM OLD MOTaXALITY. 

(1.)— MAJOR BELLENDEN'S SONG. 

And what though winter will pinch severe 
Through locks of gray and a cloak that's old, 

Yet keep up thy heart, bold cavalier, 
For a cup of sack shall fence the cold. 

For time will rust the brightest blade. 
And years will break the strongest bow ; 

Was never wight so starkly made. 
But time and years would overthrow ! 

Chap. Jix. 



(2.)— VERSES FOUND IN BOTH WELL'S POCKET-BOOK. 

*' With these letters was a lock of hair wrapped In a copy of 
yerses, written obviously with a feeling which atoned, in Mor- 
ton's opinion, for the roughness of the poetry, and the conceits 
with which it abounded, according to the taste of the period : " — 

Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright, 
As in that well-remembered night. 
When first that mystic braid was wove, 
And first my Agnes whispered love. 

Since then how often hast thou pressed 
The torrid zone of thb wild breast. 
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Whose wrath and hate have sworn to dwell 

With the first sin that peopled hell. 

A breast whose blood 's a troubled ocean, 

Each throb the earthquake's wild commotion ! — 

O, if such clime thou canst endure, 

Yet keep thy hue unstained and pure. 

What conquest o'er each erring thought 

Of that fierce realm had Agnes wrought ! 

I had not wandered wild and wide, 

"Vyith such an angel for my guide ; 

Nor heaven nor earth could then reprove me 

If she had lived, and lived to love me. 

Not then this world's wild joys had been 

To me one savage hunting scene, 

My sole delight the headlong race, 

And frantic hurry of the chase ; 

To start, pursue, and bring to bay, 

Hush in, drag down and rend my prey, 

Then — from the carcase turn away 1 

Mine ireful mood had sweetness tamed, 

And soothed each wound which pride inflamed ! 

Yes, God and man might now approve me, 

If thou hadst lived, and lived to love me. 

Chap, xxiii. 

(3.) — EPITAPH 0NBALF6UR OF BURLEY. 

" G«ntle reader, I did request of mine honest friend, Peter 
Proudfoot, trayelling merchant, known to many of this land for 
his faithful and just dealings, as well in muslins and cambrics as 
in small wares, to procure me, on his next peregrinations to that 
Tioinage, a copy of the Epitaphioa alluded to. And, according to 
his report, which I see no ground to discredit, it runneth 
thus : " — 



Here lyes ane saint to prelates surly. 
Being John Balfour, sometime of Burley, 
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Who, stirred up to Vengeance take, 
For solemn League and Covenant's sake, 
Upon the Magus-Moor, in Fife, 
Did take James Sharpe the apostate's life ; 
By Dutchman's hands was hacked and shot, 
Then drowned in Clyde near this saam spot 

Chap. xliY. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. V. 

Arouse thee, youth ! — it is no common call, — 
God's church is leaguered — haste to man the wall ; 
Haste where the Red-cross banners wave on high, 
Signals of honored death or victory. 

James Duff, 
(2.) — CHAP. XIV. 

My hounds may a' rin masterless. 
My hawks may fly frae tree to tree. 

My lord may gnp my vassal lands, 
For there agam maun I never be ! 

Old BaUad. 
(3.) — CHAP. XXXIV. 

Sound, sound the clarion, fill the fife 1 
To all the sensual world proclaim. 

One crowded hour of glorious life 
Is worth an age without a name. 

Anonymous. 1816. 



THE SEARCH AFTER HAPPINESS; 

OR, THE QUEST OF SULTAUN SOLIMAUN. 
I. 

O FOR a glance of that gay Muse's eye. 
That lightened on Bandello's laughing tale, 
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And twinkled with a lustre shrewd and sly, 

When Giam Battista bade her vision hail ! — * 

Yet fear not, ladies, the naive detail 

Given by the natives of that land canorous ; 

ItaUan license loves to leap the pale. 

We Britons have the fear of shame before us, 

And, if not wise in mirth, at least must be decorous. 



ti. 

In the far eastern clime, no great while since, 
Lived Sultaun Solimaun, a mighty prince. 
Whose eyes, as oft as they performed their round, 
Beheld all others fixed upon the ground ; 
Whose ears received the same unvaried phrase, 
" Sultaun ! thy vassal hears, and he obeys ! *' 
All have their tastes — this may the fancy strike 
Of such grave folks as pomp and grandeur like ; 
For me, I love the honest heart and warm 
Of Monarch who can amble round his farm, 
Or when the toil of state no more annoys. 
In chimney corner seek domestic joys — 
I love a prince will bid the bottle pass. 
Exchanging with his subjects glance and glass ; 
In fitting time, can, gayest of the gay, 
Keep up the jest, and mingle in the lay — 
Such Monarc^hs best our free-born humors suit, 
But Despots must be stately, stem, and mute. 



This Solimaun, Serendib had in sway — 
And where *s Serendib, may some critic say. — 
Good lack, mine honest friend, consult the chart, 
Scare not my Pegasus before I start I 
If B,ennell has it not, you '11 find, mayhap. 
The isle laid down in Captain Sinbad's map. — 

1 The hint of the following tale is taken from La Camiscia 
Magica^ a novel of Giam Battista Casti. 
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Famed mariner I whose merciless narrations 
Drove every friend and kinsman out of patience, 
Till, fain to find a guest who thought them shorter, 
He deigned to tell them over to a porter — ' 
The last edition see, by Long, and Co., 
Rees, Hurst, and Orme, our fathers in the Row. 



IV. 

Serendib found, deem not my tale a fiction — 
This Sultaun, whether lacking contradiction — 
(A sort of stimulant which hath its uses, 
To raise the spirits and reform the juices, 
— Sovereign specific for all sorts of cures 
In my wife's practice, and perhaps in yours.) 
The Sultaun lacking this same wholesome bitter, 
Or cordial smooth for prince's palate fitter — 
Or if some MoUah had hag-rid his dreams 
With Degial, Ginnistan, and such wild themes 
Belonging to the Mollah's subtle craft, 
I wot not — but the Sultaun never laughed. 
Scarce ate or drank, and took a melancholy 
That scorned all remedy — profane or holy ; 
In his long list of melancholies, mad. 
Or 'mazed, or dumb, hath Burton none so bad.* 



Physicians soon arrived, sage, ware, and tried. 

As e'er scrawled jargon m a darkened room ; 
With heedful glance the Sultaun's tongue they eyed, 
Peeped in hisl)ath, and Grod knows where beside, 

And then in solemn accent spoke their doom, 
" His majesty is very far from well," 
Then each to work with his specific fell : 
The Hakim Ibrahim instanter brought 
His unguent Mahazzim al Zerdukkaut, 

1 See the Arabian Nights' Entertainments, 
t See Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 
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While E-oompot, a practitioner more wily, 

Relied on his Munaskif al fillfily.^ 

More and yet more in deep array appear, 

And some the front assail, and some the rear ; 

Their remedies to reinforce and vary, 

Came surgeon eke, and eke apothecary ; 

Till the tired Monarch, though of words grown chary, 

Yet dropt, to recompense their fruitless labor, 

Some hint about a bowstring or a sabre. 

There lacked, I promise you, no longer speeches 

To rid the palace of those learned leeches. 

VI. 

Then was the council called — by their advice, 
(They deemed the matter ticklish all, and nice, 

And sought tp shift it off from their own shoulders,) 
Tartars and couriers in all speed were sent, 
To call a sort of Eastern Parliament 

Of feudatory chieftains and freeholders — 
Such have the Persians at this very day, 
My gallant Malcolm calls them couroultai; — * 
I 'm not prepared to show in this slight song 
That to Serendib the same forms belong, — 
E'en let the learned go search, and teU me if I'm 
wrong. 

VII. 

The Omrahs," each with hand on scymitar. 

Gave, Uke Sempronius, still their voice for war — 

" The sabre of the Sultaun in its sheath 

Too long has slept, nor owned the work of death ; 

Let the Tambourgi bid his signal rattle, 

Bang the loud gong, and raise the shout of battle ! 

This dreary cloud that dims our sovereign's day, 

Shall from his kindled bosom flit away, 

1 For these hard words see D'Herbelot, or the learned editor of 
the Recipes of Avicenna. 
s See Sir John Malcolm's admirable History of Persia. 
« Nobility. 
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When the bold Lootie wheels his courser round, 
And the armed elephant shall shake the ground. 
Each noble pants to own the glorious summons — 
And for the charges — Lo ! your faithful Commons ! " 
The Riots who attended in their places 

(Serendib language calls a farmer Riot) 
Looked ruefully in one another's faces, 

From this oration auguring much disquiet, 
Pouble assessment, forage^ and free quarters ; 
And fearing these as China-men the Tarteirs, 
Or as the whiskered vermin fear the mousers, 
Each fumbled -in the pocket of his trowsers. 

VIII. 

And next came forth the reverend Convocation, 

Bfdd heads, white beards, and many a turban green, 
Lnaum and Mollah there of every station, 

Santon, Fakir, and Calendar were seen. 
Their votes were various — some advised a Mosque 

With fitting revenues should be erected, 
With seemly gardens and with gay Kiosque, 

To recreate a band of priests selected ; 
Others opined that through the reahns a dole 

Be made to holy men, whose prayers might profit 
The Sultaun's weal in body and in soul. 

But their long-headed chief, the Shiek Ul-Sofit, 
More closely touched the point : — " Thy studious 

mood," 
Quoth he, " O Prince ! hath thickened all thy blood, 
And dulled thy brain with labor beyond measure ; 
Wherefore relax a space and take thy pleasure. 
And toy with beauty, or tell o'er thy treasure ; 
From all the cares of state, my Liege, enlarge thee, 
And leave the burden to thy faithful clergy." 

IX. 

These counsels sage availed not a whit. 
And so the patient (as is not uncommon 
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Where grave physicians lose their time and wit) 
Resolved to take advice of an old woman ; 

His mother she, a dame who once was beauteous, 

And still was called so by each subject duteous. 

Now whether Fatima was witch in earnest, 
Or only made believe, I cannot say — 

But she professed to cure disease the sternest. 
By dint of magic amulet or lay ; 

And when all other skill in vain was shown, 

She deemed it fitting time to use her own. 

X. 

" Sympathia magica hath wonders done." 

(Thus did old Fatima bespeak her son.) / 

*' It works upon the fibres and the pores, 

And thus, insensibly, our health restores, 

And it must help us here. — Thou must endure 

The ill, my son, or travel for the cure. 

Search land and sea, and get, where'er you can, 

The inmost vesture of a happy man, 

I mean his shirt, my son ; which taken warm 

And fresh from oflf his back, shall chase your harm. 

Bid every current of your veins rejoice, 

And your dull heart leap light as shepherd-boy's." 

Such was the counsel from his mother came ; — 

I know not if she had some under-game, 

As Doctors have, who bid their patients roam 

And live abroad, when sure to die at home ; 

Or if she thought, that, somehow or another, 

Queen-Regent sounded better than Queen-Mother ; 

But, says the Chronicle (who will, go look it,) 

That such was her advice — the Sultaun took it 



All are on board — the Sultaun and his train. 
In gilded galley prompt to plough the main. 

The old Rais^ was the first who questioned, 
"Whither?" 

1 Blaster of the veaael. 
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They paused — " Arabia/* thought the pensive 

Prince, 
" Was called The Happy many a^s since — 
For Mokha, Rais." — And they came safely 

thither. 
But not in Araby, with all her balm, 
Not where Judea weeps beneath her palm, 
Not in rich Egypt, not in Nubiaji waste, 
Could there the step of happiness be traced. 
One Copt alone professed to have seen her smile, 
When Bruce his goblet filled at infant Nile : 
She blessed the dauntless traveller as he quaffed, 
But vanished from him with the ended draught 

XII. 

" Enough of turbans," said the weary King, 
" These dolimans of ours are not the thing ; 
Try we the Giaours, these men of coat and cap, I 
Incline to think some of them must be happy ; 
At least, they have as fair a cause as any can. 
They drink good wine and keep no Ramazan. 
Then northward, ho ! " — The vessel cuts the sea, 
And fair Italia lies upon her lee — 
But fair Italia, she who once unfurled 
Her eagle banners o*er a conquered world. 
Long from her throne of domination tumbled. 
Lay, by her quondam vassals, sorely humbled ; 
The Pope himself looked pensive, pale, and lean, 
And was not half the man he once had been. 
** While these the priest and those the noble fleeces, 
Our poor old boot," ^ they said, " is torn to pieces. 
Its tops * the vengeful claws of Austria feel. 
And the Great Devil is rending toe and heel.' 
If happiness you seek, to tell you truly, 
We think she dwells with one Giovanni Bulli ; 

1 The well-known resemblance of Italy in the map. 
» Florence, Venice, etc. 

s The Calabrias, infested by bands of amassins. One of the 
leaders was called Fra Diavolo, t. e. Brother Deyil. 
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A tramontane, a heretic, — the buck, 
Poffaredio ! still has all the luck ; 
By land or ocean never strikes his flag — 
And then — a perfect walking money-bag/* 
Off" set our Prince to seek John Bull's abode, 
But first took France — r it lay upon the road. 



Monsieur-Baboon, after much late commotion. 

Was agitated like a settling ocean. 

Quite out of sorts, and could not tell what ailed him, 

Only the glory of his house had failed him ; 

Besides, some tumors on his noddle biding, 

Gave indication of a recent hiding.^ 

Our Prince, though Sultauns ot such things are 

heedless, 
Thought it a thing indelicate and needless 

To ask, if at that moment he was happy. 
And Monsieur, seeing that he was comme il faut, a 
Loud voice mustered up, for " Vive le Roi ! " 

Then whispered, " Ave you any news of Nappy ? " 
The Sultaun answered him with a cross question, — 

" Pray, can you tell me aught of one John Bull, 

That dwells somewhere beyond your herring- 
pool V" 
The query seemed of difficult digestion. 
The party shrugged, and grinned, and took his snufiT, 
And found his whole good-breeding scarce enough. 

XIV. 

Twitching his visage into as many puckers 

As damsels wont to put into their tuckers, 

TEre liberal Fashion damned both lace and lawn, 

And bade the veil of modesty be drawn,) 

Replied the Frenchman, after a brief pause, 

" Jean Bool ! — I vas not know him — Yes, I vas, 

> Or drubbing ; so called in the Slang I>ictionary. 
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I vas remember dat, von year or two, 
I saw him at von place called Vaterloo — 
Ma foi ! il s*est tres joliment battu, 
Dat is for Englishman, — m'entendez-vous ? 
But den he had wit him one damn son-gun, 
Rogue I no like — dey call him Vellington." 
MoBsieur's politeness could not hide his fret, 
So Solimaun took leave, and crossed the straii 



John Bull was in his very worst of moods. 
Raving of sterile farms and unsold goods ; 
His sugar-loaves and bales about he threw, 
And on his counter beat the devil's tattoo. 
His wars were ended, and the victoiy won. 
But then, *twas reckoning-day with nonest John ; 
And authors vouch, 'twas still this Worthy's way, 
" Never to grumble till he came to pay ; 
And then he always thinks, his temper 's such, 
The work too little, and the pay too much." ^ 

Yet, grumbler as he is, so kind and hearty. 
That when his mortal foe was on the floor. 
And past the^power to harm his quiet more, 

Poor John had wellnigh wept tor Bonaparte I 
Such was the wight whom Solimaun salamed, — 
"And who are you," John answered, "and be 
d— d?" 

XVI. 

" A stranger, come to see the happiest man, — 
So, signior, all avouch, — in Frangistan." — * 
" Happy ? my tenants breaking on my hand; 
XJnstocked my pastures, and untitled my land ; 
Sugar and rum a drug, and mice and moths 
The sole consumers of my good broadcloths — 
Happy ? — Why, cursed war and racking tax 
Have left us scarcely raiment to our backs." — 

1 See the True Bom Englishman, by Daniel De Foe. 

> Europe. 

VOL. III. 17 Pooalp 
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" In that case, signior, I may take my leave ; 

I come to ask a favor — but I grieve " 

" Favor ? " said John, and eyed the Sultaun hard, 
" It 's my belief you come to break the yard ! — 
But, stay, you look like some poor foreign sin- 
ner, — 
Take that to buy yourself £^ shirt and dinner." — 
With that he chucked a guinea at his head ; 
But, with due dignity, the Sultaun said, 
** Permit me, sir, your bounty to decline ; 
A shirt indeed I seek, but none of thine. 
Si^nior, I kiss your hands, so fare you well." — 
" £iss and be d — d," quoth John, " and go to hell ! " 



Next door to John there dwelt his sister Peg, 
Once a wild lass as ever shook a leg 
When the blithe bagpipe blew — but, soberer now, 
She doucely span her flax and milked her cow. 
And whereas erst she was a needy slattern, 
Nor now of wealth or cleanliness a pattern. 
Yet once a-month her house was partly swept, 
And once a-week a plenteous board she kept. 
And whereas, eke, the vixen used her claws 

And teeth, of yore, on slender provocation, 
She now was grown amenable to laws, 

A quiet soul as any in the nation ; 
The sole remembrance of her warlike joys 
Was in old songs she sang to please her boys. 
John Bull, whom, in their years of early strife, 
She wont to lead a catrand-doggish life. 
Now found the woman, as he said, a neighbor, 
Who looked to the main chance, declined no labor, 
Loved a long grace, and spoke a northern jargon, 
And was d--d close in making of a bargain. 

XVIII. 

The Sultaun entered, and he made his leg. 
And with decorum curtsyed sister Peg ; 
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(She loved a book, and knew a thing or two, 
And guessed at once with whom she had to do.) 
She bade him " Sit into the fire," and took 
Her dram, her cake, her kebbuck from the nook ; 
Asked him " about the news from Eastern parts ; 
And of her absent bairns, puir Highland hearts ! 
If peace brought down the price of tea and pepper, 
And if the nitmugs were grown ony cheaper ; — 
Were there nae speerings of our Mungo Park — 
Ye '11 be the gentleman that wants the sark ? 
If ye wad buy a web o* auld wife's spinnin*, 
I'll warrant ye it's a weel-wearing linen." 



Then up got Peg, and round the house 'gan scuttle 

In search of goods her customer to nail, 
Until the Sultaun strained his princely throttle, 

And holloed, — " Ma'am, that is not what I ail. 
Pray, are you happy, ma'am, in this snug glen ? " — 
" Happy ? " said Peg ; " What for d'ye want to ken ? 
Besides, just think upon this by-gane year, 

Grain wadna pay the yoking of the pleugh." — 
"What say you to the present?" — "Meal's sae 
dear, 

To mak* their hrose my bairns have scarce 
aneugh." — 
** The devil take the shirt," said Solimaun, 
" I think my quest will end as it began. — 
Farewell, ma'am ; nay, no ceremony, I beg " — 
" Ye '11 no be for the linen, then ? " said Peg. 

XX. 

Now for the land of verdant Erin, 

The Sultaun's royal bark is steering. 

The Emerald Isle, where honest Paddy dwells. 

The cousin of John Bull, as story tells. 

For a long space had John, with words of thunder. 

Hard looks, and harder knocks, kept Paddy under, 
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Till the poor lad, like boy that's flogged unduly, 
Had gotten somewhat restive and unruly. 
Hard was his lot and lodging, you '11 allow, 
A wigwam that would hardly serve a sow ; 
His landlord, and of middle-men two brace, 
Had screwed his rent up to the starving place ; 
His garment was a top-coat, and an old one, 
His meal was a potato, and a cold one ; 
But still for fun or frolic, and all that. 
In the round world was not the match for Pat 



The Sultaun saw him on a holiday, 

Which is with Paddy still a jolly day : 

When mass is ended, and his load of sins 

Confessed, and Mother Church hath from her binns 

Dealt forth a bonus of imputed merit. 

Then is Pat's time for fancy, whim, and spirit ! 

To jest, to sing, to caper fair and free. 

And dance as light as leaf upon the tree. 

" By Mahomet," said Sultaun Solimaun, 

" That ragged fellow is our very man ! 

Bush in and seize him — do not do him hurt^ 

But, will he nill he, let me have his shirt" — 



Shilela their plan was wellnigh afler baulking, 
(Much less provocation will set it a-walking,) 
But the odds that foiled Hercules foiled Paddy 

Wha^k; 
They seized, and they floored, and they stripped 

him — Alack ! 
TJp-bubboo ! Paddy had not — a shirt to his back 1 ! ! 
And the King, disappointed, with sorrow and shame, 
Went back to Serendib as sad as he came. 

1817. 
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MR. KEMBLE'S FAREWELL ADDRESS. 



ON TAKING LEATB OP THE EDINBURGH STAGE. 

As the worn war-horse, at the trumpet's sound, 

Erects his mane, and neighs, and paws the ground — 

Disdains the ease his generous lord assigns, 

And longs to rush on the embattled lines, 

So I, your plaudits ringinor on mine ear, 

Can scarce sustain to think our parting near ; 

To think my scenic hour for ever past. 

And that these valued plaudits are my last 

Why should we part, while still some powers remain, 

That in your service strive not yet in vain ? 

Cannot high zeal the strength of youth supply. 

And sense of duty fire the fading eye ; 

And all the wrongs of age remam subdued 

Beneath the burning glow of gratitude ? 

Ah, no ! the taper, wearing to its close, 

Oft for a space in fitful lustre glows ; 

But all too soon the transient gleam is past, 

It cannot be renewed, and will not last ; 

Even duty, zeal, and gratitude, can wage 

But shortrlived conflict with the frost of age. 

Yes ! It were poor, remembering what I was, 

To live a pensioner on your applause. 

To drain the dregs of your endurance dry, 

And take, as alms, the praise I once could buy ; 

Till every sneering youth around inquires, 

" Is this the man who once could please our sires ? " 

And scorn assumes compassion's doubtful mien, 

To warn me off from the encumbered scene. 

This must not be ; — and higher duties crave 

Some space between the theatre and the grave, 

That, like the Roman in the Capitol, 

I may adjust my mantle ere I fall : ^ . 
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My life's brief act in public service flown, 
The last, the closing scene, must be my own. 

Here, then, adieu! while yet some well-graced 

parts 
May fix an ancient favorite in your hearts, 
Not quite to be forgotten, even when 
You look on better actors, younger men : 
And if your bosoms own this kindly debt 
Of old remembrance, how shall mine forget — 
O, how forget ! — how oft I hither came 
In anxious hope, how oft returned with fame ! 
How oft around your circle this weak hand 
Has waved immortal Shakspeare's magic wand. 
Till the full burst of inspiration came. 
And I have felt, and you have fanned the flame ! 
By mem'ry treasured, while her reign endures. 
Those hours must live — and all their charms are 

yours. 

O favored Land ! renowned for arts and arms, 
For manly talent, and for female charms. 
Could this full bosom prompt the sinking line, 
What fervent benedictions now were thine ! 
But my last part is played, my knell is rung. 
When e*eli your praise falls faltering from my 

tongue; 
And all that you can hear, or I can tell. 
Is — Friends and Patrons, hail, and /are you well, 

1817. 



LINES 

WRITTEN FOR MISS SMITH. 

When the lone pilgrim views afar 
The shrine that is ms guiding star, r 
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With ftwe his footsteps print the road 
Which the loved saint of yore has trod. 
As near he draws, and yet more near, 
His dim eye sparkles with a tear ; 
The Gothic fane's unwonted show, 
The choral hymn, the tapers* glow, 
Oppress his soul ; while they delight 
And chasten rapture with aflfri^ht 
No longer dare he think his toil 
Can merit aught his patron's smile ; 
Too light appears the distant way. 
The chilly eve, the sultry day — 
All these endured no favor claim, 
But murmuring forth the sainted name, 
He lays his littie offering down, 
And only deprecates a frown. 

We too, who ply the Thespian art, 
Oft feel such bodings of the heart, 
And, when our utmost powers are strained. 
Dare hardly hope your favor gained. 
She, who from sister climes has sought 
The ancient land where Wallace fought; — 
Land long renowned for arms and arts. 
And conquering eyes and dauntless hearts ; — ^ 
She, as the flutterings here avow, 
Feels all the pilgrim's terrors now ; 
Yet sure on Caledonian plain 
The stranger never sued in vain. 
*T is yours the hospitable task 
To give the applause she dare not ask ; 
And they who bid the pilgrim speed. 
The pilgrim's blessinsj be their meed. 

^ ^ ° 1817. 

1 " farored land ! renowned for arts and arms, 
for manly talent, and for female charms." 

Lines written for Mr. J. Kemble. 
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THE SUN UPON THE WEIRDLAW HILL. 

[" Scott's enjoyment of his new territories was, however, in- 
terrupted by various returns of his cramp, and the depression 
of spirit which always attended, in his case, the use of opium, 
the only medicine that seemed to have power over the disease. 
It was while struggling with such languor, on one lovely evening 
of this autumn, that he composed the following l>eautiful verses. 
They mark the very spot of their birth, — namely , the then 
naked height overhanging the northern side of the Gauldshieis 
Loch, from which Melrose Abbey to the eastward, and the hills 
of Ettrick and Yarrow to the west, are now visible over a wide 
range of rich woodland, — all the work of the poet's hand." — 
Life.] 

Air — '■^Rimhin oluin ^stu mo run^" 

The air, composed by the Editor of Albyn's Anthology. The 
words written for Mr. George Thomson's Scottish Melodies, [1822], 

The sun upon the Weirdlaw Hill, 

In EttricK's vale is sinking sweet ; 
The wesdand wind is hush and still, 

The lake lies sleeping at my feet 
Yet not the landscape to mine eye 

Bears those bright hues that once it bore ; 
Though evening, with her richest dye, 

Flames o*er uie hills of Ettrick's shore. 



With listless look along the plain, 

I see Tweed's silver current glide, 
And coldly mark the holy fane 

Of Melrose rise in ruined pride. 
The quiet lake, the balmy air, 

The hill, the stream, the tower, the tree,- 
Are they still such as once they were ? 

Or is the dreary change in me ? 

Alas, the warped and broken board, 
How can it bear the painter's dye ? 
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The harp of strained and tuneless chord, 
How to the mlnstrePs skill reply ! 

To achin<T eyes each landscape lowers, 

To feverish pulse each gale blows chill ; 

And Araby's or Eden's bowers 
Were barren as this moorland hill. 

1817. 



THE MONKS OF BANGOR'S MARCH. 

Air — " Ymdaith Mionge.'^ 

WRITTEN FOR MR. GEORGE THOMSON'S WELSH 
MELODIES. 

Ethelfrid, or OIMd, King of Northumberland, haTing besieged 
Chester in 613, and Brockmael, a British Prince, advancing to 
relieve it, the religiouH of the neighboring Monastery of Bangor 
marched in procession, to pray for the success of their country- 
men. But the British being totally defeated, the heathen victor 
put the monks to the sword, and destroyed their monastery. 
The tune to which these verses are adapted is called the Monks* 
March, and is supposed to have been played at their ill-omened 
procession. 

When the heathen trumpet's clang 
Round beleagured Chester rang, 
Veiled nun and friar gray 
Marched from Bangor's fair Abbaye ; 
High their holy anthem sounds, 
Cestria's vale the hymn rebounds, 
Floating down the silvan Dee, 

O miserere, Domine I 

On the long procession goes. 
Glory round their crosses o:lows, 
And the Virgin-mother mild 
In their peaceful banner smiled ; 
Who could think such saintly band 
Doomed to feel unhallowed hand V 
Such was the Divine decree, 

miserere^ Domine ! 
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Bands that masses only sung, 
Hands that censers only swung, 
Met the northern bow and bill, 
Heard the war-cry wild and shrill : 
Woe to BrockmaePs feeble hand, 
Woe to Olfrid's bloody brand. 
Woe to Saxon cruelty, 

miserere,, Domine ! 

Weltering amid warriors slain. 
Spurned by steeds with bloody mane. 
Slaughtered down by heathen blade, 
Bangor's peaceful monks are laid : 
Word of parting rest unspoke, 
Mass unsung, and bread unbroke ; 
For their souls for charity, 

Sing, miserere, Domine ! 

Bangor ! o'er the murder wail ! 
Long thy ruins told the tale. 
Shattered towers and broken arch 
Long recalled the woeful march : * 
On thy shrine no tapers burn. 
Never shall thy priests return ; 
The pilgrim sighs and sings for thee, 

O miserere, Domine ! 
1817. 

1 William of Malmesbury says, that in his time the extent of 
the ruins of the monastery bore ample witness to the desolation 
oc<;a8ioned by the massacre : — " tot semiruti parietes ecclesia- 
rum, tot anfractus particum, tanta tnrba ruderom quantum yix 
alibi cernas." 



d by Google 



FROM ROB ROY. 26-7 



LETTER 

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OP BUCCLEUCH, DRUMLANRIO 
CASTLE. 

Sanquhax, 2 o'clock, July 30, 1817. 

From Ross, where clouds on Benlomond are sleep- 
ing— 

From Greenock, where Clyde to the Ocean is 
sweeping — 

From Largs, where the Scotch gave the Northmen 
a drilling — 

From Ardrossan, whose harbor cost many a shil- 
ling — 

From Old Cumnock, where beds are as hard as 
a plank, sir — 

From a chop and green pease, and a chicken in 
Sanquhar, 

This eve, please the fates, at Drumlanrig we anchor. 

W. S. 

[Sir Walter's companion on this excursion was Captain, now 
Sir Adam Ferguson.] 



FROM ROB ROY. 

(1.) — TO THE MEMORY OF EDWARD THE BLACK 
PRINCE. 

1 " A blotted piece of paper dropped out of the book, and being 
taken up by my fitther, he interrupted a hint from Owen, on the 
propriety of securing loose memoranda with a little paste, by 
exclaiming, 'To the memory of Edward the Black Prince — 
What 's all this ? — verses ! — By Heaven, Frank, you are a 
greater blockhead than 1 supposed you ! " 

O FOR the voice of that wild horn, 
On Fontarabian's echoes borne, 



The dyinsj hero's caU, ^ , 
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That told imperial Charlemagne, 
How Paynim sons of swarthy Spain, 

Had wrought his champion's fall. 

" * Fontarahian echoes I ' continued my &ther, interruptinff 
himself; ^the Fontarabian Friar would lukve been more to the 
purpose. — Paynim ? — What 's Paynim ? — Could you not say 
Pagan as well, and write English, at least, if you must needs 
write nonsense.' " 

Sad over earth and ocean sounding. 
And England's distant cliffs astounding. 

Such are the notes should say 
How Britain's hope and France's fear, 
Victor of Cressy and Poitier, 

In Bourdeaux dying lay. 

" ♦ Poitiers, by the way, is always spelled with an 5, and I know 
no reason why orthography should give place to rhyme.' " 

^ Raise my faint head, my squires," he said, 
" And let the casement be displayed, 

That I may see once more 
The splendor of the setting sun 
Gleam on thy mirrored wave, Garonne, 

And Blaye's empurpled shore." 

" * Garonne and sun is a bad rhyme. Why, Frank, you do not 
eyen understand the beggarly trade you have chosen.' " 

" Like me, he sinks to Glory's sleep. 
His fall the dews of evening steep. 

As if in sorrow shed. 
So soft shall fall the trickling tear. 
When England's maids and matrons hear 

Of their Black Edward dead. 

" And though my sun of glory set. 
Nor France nor England shall forget 

The terror of my name ; 
And oft shall Britain's heroes rise. 
New planets in these southern skies. 

Through clouds of blood and flame." 

"*A cloud of flame b something new — Good-morrow, my 
masters all, and a merry Christmas to you ! — Why, the beilmaa 
writes better lines.' " Chap. U. 
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(2.) — TRANSLATION FROM ARIOSTO. 

"Miss Vernon proceeded to read the first stanza, which was 
nearly to the following purpose : " — 

Ladies, and knights, and arms, and love's fair flame, 

Deeds of emprize and courtesy, I sing ; 
What time the Moors from sultry Africk came, 

Led on by Agramant, their youthful king — 
He whom revenge and hasty ire did bring 

O'er the broad wave, in France to waste and 
war; 
Such ills from old Trojano's death did spring. 

Which to avenge he came from realms afar, 
And menaced Christian Charles, the Roman Em- 
peror. 
Of dauntless Roland, too, my strain shall sound, 

In import never known in prose and rhyme. 
How He, the chief of judgment deemed profound, 

For luckless love was crazed upon a time — 

" ' There is a great deal of it,' said she, glancing along the 
paper, and interrupting the sweetest sounds which mortal ears 
can drink in ; those of a youthful poet's yerses, namely, read by 
the lips which are dearest to them." 

Giap. xTi. 

(3.) — MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. X. 

In the wide pile,' by others heeded not, 

Hers was one sacred solitary spot. 

Whose gloomy aisles and bending shelves contain, 

For moral hunger food, and cures for moral pain. 

Anonymous. 
" The library at Osbaldistone Hall was a gloomy room." etc. 

(2.) — CHAP. XIII. 

Dire was his thought, who first in poison steeped 
The weapon formed for slaughter — direr his. 
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And worthier of damnation, who instiUed 

The mortal venom in the social cup, 

To fill the veins with death instead of life. 

Anonymous. 

(3.) — CHAP. XXII. 

Look round thee, young Astolpho : Here 's the 

place 
Which men (for being poor) are sent to starve in, — 
Rude remedy, I trow, for sore disease. 
Within these walls, stifled by damp and stench, 
Doth Hope's fair torch expire ; and at the snuff, 
Ere yet *t is quite extinct, rude, wild, and wayward, 
The desperate revelries of wild despair. 
Kindling their hell-bom cressets, light to deeds 
That the poor captive would have died ere prac- 
tised. 
Till bondage sunk his soul to his condition. 

The Prison, Scene iii. Act i. 
(4.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

Far as the eye could reach no tree was seen, 
Earth-, clad in russet, scorned the lively green ; 
No birds, except as birds of passage, flew ; 
No bee was heard to hum, no dove to coo ; 
No streams, as amber smooth, as amber clear, 
Were seen to glide, or heard to warble here. 

Prophecy of Famine, 
(5.) — CHAP. XXXI. 

" Woe to the vanquished ! " was stern Brenno's 

word, 
When sunk proud Rome beneath the Gallic sword — 
" Woe to the vanquished ! " when his massive blade 
Bore down the scale against her ransom weighed, 
And on the field of foughten battle still, 
Who knows no limits save the victor's will. 

TJu GauUiad. 
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(6.) — CHAP. XXXII. 

* And be he safe restored ere evening set, 
Or, if there's vengeance in an injured heart, 
And power to wreak it in an armed hand, 
Your land shall ache for \ 

• ad Play. 

(7.) — CHAP. XXXVI. 

Farewell to the land where the clouds love to rest, 
Like the shroud of the dead on the mountain's cold 

breast ; 
To the cataract's roar where the eagles reply, 
And the lake her lone bosom expands to the sky. 

1817. 



EPILOGUE TO THE APPEAL.* 

SPOKEN BT MRS. HENRT siDDONS, February 16, 1816. 

A CAT of yore (or else old JEsop lied) 
Was changed into a fair and blooming bride, 
But spied a mouse upon her marriage day, 
Forgot her spouse, and seized upon her prey ; 
Even thus my bridegroom lawyer, as you saw, 
Threw off poor me, and pounced upon papa. 
His neck from Hymen's mystic knot made loose, 
He twisted round my sire's the literal noose. 
Such are the fruits of our dramatic labor, 
Since the New Jail became our next door neighbor.* 

Yes, times are changed; for, in your fathers' age, 
The lawyers were the patrons of the stage ; 

1 "The Appeal," a Tragedy, by John Gait, Esq., was played 
for four nights at this time in Edinburgh. 

2 It is necessary to mention that the allusions in this piece are 
all local, and addressed only to the Edinburgh audience. The 
new prisons of the city, on the Calton Hill, are not far from the 
theatre. 
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However high advanced by future fate, 

There stands the bench (points to the Pit) that first 

received their weight 
The future legal sage, 't was ours to see, 
Doom though unwigged, and plead without a fee. 

But now, astounding each poor mimic elf, 
Instead of lawyers comes the law herself; 
Tremendous neighbor, on our right she dwells, 
Builds high her towers, and excavates her cells ; 
While on the left she agitates the town. 
With the tempestuous question. Up or down ?* 
'Twixt Scylla and Charybdis thus stand we, 
Law's final end, and law's uncertainty. 

But, soft ! who lives at Rome the Pope must flatter, 
And jails and lawsuits are no jesting matter. 
Then — just farewell ! We wait with serious awe 
Till your applause or censure gives the law. 
Trusting our humble efforts may assure ye. 
We hold you Court and Counsel, Judge and Jury. 



MACKRIMMON'S LAMENT. 

Air— ♦♦ Oa tiU mi tttiUe.'' « 

Mackrimmon, hereditary piper to the Laird of Macleod, is said 
to have composed this Ijament when the Olan was aboat to de- 
part upon a distant and dangerous expedition. The Minstrel 
was impressed with a belief, which the event verified, that he was 
to be slain in the approaching feud ; and hence the Oaelic words, 
" Cha till mi tuille ; ged thillis Macleod^ cha till MachrimmoHy" 
" I shall never return ; although Macleod returns, yet Mackrim- 
mon shall never return ! '> The piece is but too well known, 

1 At this time the public of Edinburgh was much a^tated by 
a lawsuit betwixt the magistrates and many of the inhabitants 
of the city, concerning a range of new buildings on the western 
side of the North Bridge ; which the latter insisted should be rt- 
moved as a deformity. 

^ " We return no more." 
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firom ito being the Btrain with which the emigrants firom the 
West Highlands and Isles usually take leave of their native shore. 

MacLeod's wizard flag from the gray castle sallies, 
The rovers are seated, unmoored are the galleys ; 
Gleam war-axe and broadsword, clang target and 

Quiver, [ever ! 

As MacKrimmon sings, " Farewell to Dunvegan for 
Farewell to each cliff, on which breakers are 

foaming ; 
FareweU, each dark glen, in which red-deer are 

roaming ; 
Farewell, lonely Skye, to lake, mountain, and river ; 
Macleod may return, but Mackrinunon shall never! 

"Farewell the bright clouds that on Quillan are 
sleeping ; 

Farewell the bright eyes in the Dun that are weep- 
ing; 

To each minstrel delusion, farewell ! — and for 
ever — 

Mackrimmon departs, to return to you never I 

The Banshee* s wild voice sings the death-dirge 
before me, 

The pall of the dead for a mantle hangs o'er me ; 

But my heart shall not flag, and my nerves shall 
not shiver, 

Though devoted I go — to return again never ! 

" Too oft shall the notes of Mackrinmion's bewailing, 
Be heard when the Gael on their exile are sailing ; 
Dear land! to the shores, whence unwilling we 

sefVer, 
Return — return — return shall we never 1 

Cha till, cha till, cha till sin tuille I 

Cha till, cha till, cha till sin tuille, 

Cha tiU, cha till, cha till sin tuille, 

Gea thillis Macleod, cha till Mackrimmon ! " 

1818. 

VOL. IIL l?^ Cc^(^a\o 
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DONALD CAIRD'S COME AGAIN. 

Air — " Makolm CairdTs come again.'^ l 
CHORUS. 

Donald Caird's come again I 
Donald Caird *s come again ! 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird 's come again ! 

Donald Caird can lilt and sing, 
Blithely dance the Hieland fling, 
Diink till the gudeman be blind, 
Fleech till the gudewife be kind ; 
Hoop a leglin, clout a pan, 
Or crack a pow wi' ony man ; 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird 's come again. 

Donald Caird 's come again I 
Donald Caird 's come again ! 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird 's come again. 

Donald Caird can wire a maukin. 
Kens the wiles o'»dun-deer staukin'. 
Leisters kipper, makes a shift 
To shoot a muir fowl in the drift ; 
Water-bailiffs, rangers, keepers, 
He can wauk when they are sleepe^ ; 
Not for bountith or reward 
Dare ye mell wi' Donald Caird. 

Donald Caird 's come agidn ! 
Donald Caird 's come again I 

1 Caird signifies Tinker. 
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Gar the bagpipes hum amain, 
Donald Caird *s come again. 

Donald Caird can drink a gill 
Fast as hostler-wife can fill ; 
Ilka ane that sells gude liquor 
Kens how Donald bends a bicker ; 
When he *s fou he 's stout and saucy, 
Keeps the cantle o* the cawsey ; 
Hieland chief and Lawland laird 
Maun gie room to Donald Caird I 

Donald Caird 's come again ! 
Donald Caird 's come again ! 
Tell 'the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird 's come again. 

Stee^ the amrie, lock the kist, 
Else some geer may weel be mis't ; 
Donald Caird finds orra things 
Where Allan Gregor fand the tings ; 
Dunts of kebbuck, taits o' woo, 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow. 
Webs or duds frae hedge or yard — 
'Ware the wuddie, Donald Caird ! 

Donald Caird 's come again ! 
Donald Caird *s come again ! 
Dinna let the Shirra ken 
Donald Caird *s come again ! 

On Donald Caird the doom was stem, 
Craig^to tether, legs to aim ; 
But Donald Caird, wi' mickle study, 
Caught the gift to cheat the wuddie ; 
Rings of airn, and bolts of steel, 
Fell like ice frae hand and heel ! 
Watch the sheep in feiuld and glen, 
Donald Caird 's come again ! 
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Donald Caird 's come again ! 
Donald Caird 's come again ! 
Dinna let the Justice ken, 
Donald Caird *s come again.^ 



1818. 



FROM THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN. 

(1.) — MADQB WILDPIRE'S SONGS. 

When the gledd *8 in the blue cloud, 

The lavrock lies still ; 
When the hound 's in the gfeen-wood, 

The hind keeps the hill. 



O sleep ye sound, Sir James, she said, 
When ye suld rise and ride ? 

There *8 twenty men, wi* bow and blade, 
Are seeking where ye hide. 

Hey for cavaliers, ho for cavaliers, 

Dub a dub, dub a dub ; 

Have at old Beelzebub, — 
Oliver's running for fear. — 



I glance like the wild-fire through country and 

town; 
I *m seen on the causeway — Pm seen on the down ; 
The lightning that flashes so bright and so free. 
Is scarcely so blithe or so bonny as me. 

1 Mr. D. Thomson, of Gktlashiels, produced a parody on this 
song at an annual dinner of the manufacturers there, which Sir 
Walter Scott usually attended ; and the Poet was highlv amused 
with a sly allusion to his two-fold character of Sheriff of Selkirk- 
shire, and author-suspect of " Rob Roy,'* in the chorus, — 
'• Tkiak ye, does the Shirra kf.n 
Rob M' Gregor 's come again ? '' 
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•What did ye wi* the bridal ring — bridal ring — 

bridal ring ? 
What did ye wi' vour wedding ring, ye little cutty 

quean, O ? 
I gjed it till a sodger, a sod^er, a sodger, 
I gied it till a sodger, an auld true love o' mine, O. 

Good even, good fair moon, good even to thee ; 
I prithee, dear moon, now show to me 
The form and the features, the speech and degree, 
Of the man that'true lover of mine shall be. 

It is the bonny butcher lad, 
That wears the sleeves of blue ; 

He sells the flesh on Saturday, 
On Friday that he slew. 

There 's a bloodhound ranging Tinwald Wood, 

There 's harness glancing sheen ; 
There 's a maiden sits on Tinwald brae, 

And she sings loud between. 

Up in the air, 

On my bonnie gray mare. 

And I see, and I see, and I see her yet 

In the bonnie cells of Bedlam, 

Ere I was ane and twenty, 

I had hempen bracelets strong. 



And merry whips, ding-douj 



And prayer and fasting plenty. 



pier 



My banes are buried in yon kirk-yard 

Sae far ayont the sea. 
And it is but my blithesome ghaist 

That's speakmg now to thee. 
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I'm Madge of the country, and Madge of the town, 
And I'm Madge of the lad I am blithest to own, — 
The Lady of Beever in diamonds may shine, 
But has not a heart half so Ughtsome as mine. 

I am Queen of the Wake, and I'm Lady of May, 
And I lead the blithe ring round the May-pole to- 
day; 
The wild-fire that flashes so fair and so free 
Was never so bright, or so bonnie as me. 

He that is down need fear no fall. 

He that is low no pride ; 
He that is humble ever shall 

Have God to be his guide* 

Fulness to such a burden is 

That go on pilgrimage ; 
Here litSe, and hereafter bliss. 

Is best from age to age. 

** As Jeannie entered, she heard first the air, and then a part 
of the chorus and words of what had been, perhaps, the song of 
a jolly hanrest-home." 

Our work is over — over now, 
The goodman wipes his weary brow. 
The mst long wain wends slow away. 
And we are free to sport and play. 

The night comes on when sets the sun, 
And labor ends when day is done. 
When Autumn's gone, and Winter's come. 
We hold our jovial harvest-home. 

" The attendant on the hospital arran^d her in her bed as she 
desired, with her face to the wall, and her back to the light. So 
soon as she was quiet in this new position, she began again to 
sing in the same low and modulated strains, as if she was recoT- 
ering the state of abstraction which the interruption of her rUA- 
tants had disturbed. The strain, however, was different, and 
rather resembled the music of the methodist hymns, thougn the 
measuie of the song was similar to that of the former : " — 
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When the fight of grace is fought, — 
When the marriage vest is wrought, — 
When Faith has chased cold Doubt away, — 
And Hope but sickens at delay, — 
When Charity, imprisoned here. 
Longs for a more expanded sphere ; 
Doff thy' robes of sin and clay ; 
Christian, rise, and come away. 

*^ Her next seemed to be the fragment of some old ballad : '' — 

Cauld is my bed, Lord Archibald, 

And sad my sleep of sorrow : 
But thine sail be as sad and cauld. 

My feuse true-love ! to morrow. 

And weep ye not, my maidens free, 
Though death your mistress borrow ; 

For he For whom I die to-day. 
Shall die for me to-morrow. 

*' Again she changed the tune to one wilder, less monotonous, 
and less regular. But of the words only a fragment or two could 
be collected by those who listened to this sing^ular scene : '' — 

Proud Maisie is in the wood, 

Walking so early ; 
Sweet Robin sits on the bush, 

Singing so rarely. 

" Tell me, thou bonny bird, 
When shall I marry me ? ** — 

" When six braw gentlemen 
Kirkward shall carry ye." 

" Who makes the bridal-bed, 

Birdie, say truly ? *' — 
" The gray-headed sexton 

That delves the grave duly. ^ . 
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" The glow-worm o'er ffrave and stone 

ShaU light thee steady. 
The owl from the steeple sing, 

* Welcome, proud lady.* " 

" Her voice died away with the last notes, and she fell into a 
■lumber, from which the experienced attendatit assured them, 
that she would never awake at all, or only in the death-agony. 

" Her first prophecy was true. The poor maniac parted with 
existence, without again uttering a sound of any kind." 

Cnaps. XV. — xxxviii. pcLSsim, 



(2.) — MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. XIX. 

To man, in this his trial state, 

The privilege is given. 
When lost by tides of human fate, 

To anchor fast in Heaven. 

Watti* Hymns, 

(2.) — CHAP. xxin. 

Law, take thy victim ! — May she find the mercy 
In yon mild heaven which this hard w(N*ld denies 
her! 

(8.) — CHAP. XX vu. 

And Need and Misery, Vice and Danger, bind 
In sad alliance, each degraded mind. 

(4.) — CHAP. XXXV. 

- 1 beseech you - 



These tears beseech you, and these chaste hands 

woo you, 
That never yet were heaved but to thinss holy — 
Things like yourself — You are a God above us ; 
Be as a God, then, full of saving mercy ! 

Hu^pioody Brother. 
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(11.) — CHAP. XLVI. 

Happy thou art ! then happy be, 

ISor envy me my lot ; 
Thy happy state I envy thee, 

And peaceful cot. 

Lady C C 1. 1818. 



FROM THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 

(1.) — LUCY ASHTON'S SONG. 

** The silver tones of Lucy Ashton's voice mingled with the ae- 
companiment in an ai>cient air, to which some one had adapted 
the following words." — 

Look thou not on beauty's charming, — 
Sit thou still when kings are anning, — 
Taste not when the wine-cup glistens, — 
Speak not when the people listens, — 
Stop thine ear against the singer, — 
From the red gold keep thy finger, — 
Vacant heart, and hand, and eye, 
Easy live and quiet die. 

Chap.m. 

(2.)— NORMAN THE FORESTER'S SONG. 

" And hamming his rustic roundelay, the yeoman went on his 
road, the sound of his rough voice grmiually dying away as the 
distance betwixt them increased.'' 

The monk must arise when the matins ring, 
The abbot may sleep to their chime ; 

But the yeoman must start when the bugles sing, 
'Tis time, my hearts, 'tis time. 

There 's bucks and raes on Billhope braes, 
There 's a herd on Shortwood Shaw ; 

But a lily-white doe in the garden goes. 
She's fairly worth them a*. 

^ Chap.m,. 
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(8.) — THE PROPHECY. 

" With a quivering voice, and a cheek pale with apprehension, 
Caleb faltered out the following lines : " 

When the last Laird of Ravenswood to Ravenswood 

shall ride, 
And woo a dead maiden to be his bride, 
He shall stable his steed in the Kelpie's flow, 
And his name shall be lost for evermoe ! 

c^. zviii. 

(4.) — MOTTOES. . 
(1.) — CHAP. VUI. 

The hearth in hall was black and dead, 
No board was dight in bower within. 

Nor merry bowl nor welcome bed ; 

" Here 's sorry cheer," quoth the Heir of Linne. 

Old Baaad, [dUeredfrom "TAfi Heir of Linne.^-] 
(2.) — CHAP. XIV. 

As, to the Autmnn breeze's bugle-sound 

"Various and vague the dry leaves dance their round, 

Or, from the gamer-door, on aether borne, 

The chaff flies devious from the winnowed com ; 

So vague, so devious, at the breath of heaven. 

From their fixed aim are mortal counsels driven. 

Anontfmous, 

(8.) — CHAP. xvn. 

Here is a father now, 

Will tmck his daughter for a foreign venture. 
Make her the stop-gap to some cankered feud, 
Or fling her o*er, like Jonah, to the fishes, 
To appease the sea at highest 

Anonjfmous. 
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(4.) — CHAP. XVIII. 

Sir, stay at home and take an old man's counsel : 
Seek not to bask you by a stranger's hearth ; 
Our own blue smoke is warmer than their fire. 
Domestic food is wholesome, though 't is homely, 
And foreign dainties poisonous, though tasteful. 

The French Courtezan* 
(6.) — CHAP. XXV. 

True-love, an' thou be true. 

Thou has ane kittle part to play, 

For fortune, fashion, fancy, and thou 
Maun strive for many a day. 

I've kend by mony friend's tale. 
Far better by this heart of mine, 

What time and change of fancy avail, 
A true-love knote to untwine. 

Henderson, 
(6.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

Why, now I have Dame Fortune by the forelock, 
And if she 'scapes my grasp, the fault is mine ; 
He that hath buffeted with stem adversity. 
Best knows to shape his course t© favoring bree/es. 

Old may. 1819. 



FROM THE LEGEND OF MONTROSE. 

(1.)— ANCIENT GAELIC MELODY. 

" So saying, Annot Lyie sate down at a little distance upon the 
bench on which Allan M'Auley was placed, and tuning her 
clairshach, a small harp, about thirty inches in height, she ac- 
companied it with her voice. The i^r was aa ancient Gaelic 
melody, and the words, which were supposed to be very old, were 
in the same language ; but we subjoin a translation of them, by 
Secundos MTherson, Esq., of Glenforgen ;^which, although 
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sabmitted to the fetters of English rhythm, we tmst wiU be 
found nearly as genuine as the version of his celebrated name- 
sake." 

1. 

Birds of omen dark and foul, 
Night-crow, raven, bat, and owl, 
Leave the sick man to his dream — 
All night long he heard you scream. 
Haste to cave and ruined tower, 
Ivy-tod, or dingled-bower. 
There to wink and mop, for, hark ! 
In the mid air sings the lark. 

2. 
Hie to moorish gills and rocks, 
Prowling wolf and wily fox, — 
Hie ye wst, nor turn your view, 
Though the lamb bleats to the ewe. 
Couch your trains, and speed your flight, 
Safety parts with parting night ; 
And on distant echo borne. 
Comes the hunter's early horn. 

3. 
The moon's wan crescent scarcely gleams, 
Ghost-like she fades in morning beams ; 
Hie hence, each peevish imp and fay 
That scare the pilgrim on his way. — 
Quench, kelpy I quench, in bog and fen. 
Thy torch, that cneats benighted men ; 
Thy dance is o'er, thy reign is done, 
For Benyieglo hath seen the sun. 

4. 

Wild thoughts, that, sinful, dark, and deep, 
O'erpower the passive mind in sleep. 
Pass from the slumberer's soul away, 
Like night-mists from the brow of day : 
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Foul hag, whose blasted visage grim 
Smothers the pulse, unnerves the limb, 
Spur thy dark palfrey, and begone ! 
Thou darest not face the godlike sun. 

Chap.Ti, 

(2.)— THE ORPHAN MATD. 

" Tuning her instrument, and receiving an assenting look 
firom Lord Moateith and Allan, Annot Ljie executed the follow- 
ing ballad, which our friend Mr. Secundus McPherson, whose 
goodness we had before to acknowledge, has thus translated into 
the English tongue : " 

November's hail-cloud drifts away, 

November's sun-beam wan 
Looks coldly on the castle gray, 

When forth comes Lady Anne. 

The orphan by the oak was set. 

Her arms, her feet, were bare ; 
The hail-drops had not melted yet, 

Amid her raven hair. 

" And, dame," she said, " by all the ties 

That child and mother know, 
Aid one who never knew these joys, — 

Relieve an orphan's woe." 

The lady said, " An orphan's state 

Is hard and sad to bear ; 
Yet worse the widowed mother's fate, 

Who mourns both lord and heir. 

" Twelve times the rolling year has sped, 

Since, from the vengeance wild 
Of fierce Strathalan's chief I fled, 

Forth's eddies whelmed my child." — 

" Twelve times the year its course has borne," 
The wandering maid replied ; 
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" Since fishers on St. Bridget's morn, 
Drew nets on Campsie side. 

" St. Bridget sent no scaly spoil, 

An infant, wellnigh dead, 
They saved, and reared in want and toil, 

To beg from you her bread." 

The orphan maid the lady kissed, — 
" My husband's looks you bear ; 

Saint Bridget and her morn be blessed ! 
You are his widow's heir." 

They've robed that maid, so poor and pale, 

In silk and sandals rare ; 
And pearls, for drops of frozen hail, 

Are fflisteninff in her hair." 



(3.)— MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. X. 

Dark on their journey lowered the gloomy day, 
Wild were the hills, and doubtful grew the way ; 
More dark, more gloomy, and more doubtful showed 
The mansion which received them from the road. 

The Travellers^ a Romanee, 

(2.) — CHAP. XI. 

Is this thy castle, Baldwin ? Melancholy 
Displays her sable banner from the donjon. 
Darkening the foam of the whole surge beneatL 
Were I a habitant, to see this gloom 
Pollute the face of nature, and to hear 
The ceaseless sound of wave and sea-bird's scream, 
I'd wish me in the hut that poorest peasant 
Ere framed to give him temporary shelter. 

Browne. 
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(3.) — CHAP. XIV. 

This was the entry, then, these stairs — but whither' 

after? 
Yet he that 's sure to perish on the land 
May quit the nicety of card and compass, 
And trust the open sea without a pilot. 

Ttagedff of Brennowdt. 



FROM IVANHOE. 

(1.) — THE CRUSADER'S RETURN. 
1. 

High deeds achieved of knightly fame, 
From Palestine the champion came ; 
The cross upon his shoulders borne, 
Battle and blast had dimmed and torn. 
Each dint upon his battered shield 
Was token of a foughten field ; 
And thus, beneath his lady's bower. 
He sung, as fell the twilight hour : 

2. 

" Joy to the fair ! — thy knight behold. 

Returned from yonder land of gold ; 

No wealth he brings, nor wealth can need. 

Save his good arms and battle-steed ; 

His spurs to dash against a foe. 

His lance and sworn to lay him low ; 

Such all the trophies of his toil, 

Such — and the hope of Tekla's smile ! 

3.. 
" Joy to the fair ! whose constant knight 
Her favor fired to feats of might ! 
Unnoted shall she not remain 
Where meet the bright and noble train ; 
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Minstrel shall sing, and herald tell — 
* Mark yonder maid of beauty well, 
'T is she for whose bright eyes was won 
The listed field of Ascalon ! 



" * Note well her smile I — it edged the blade 
Which fifty wives to widows made, 
When, vam his strength and Mahound's spell, 
Iconium's turbaned Soldan Ml. 
See'st thou her locks, whose sunny glow 
Half shows, half shades, her neck of snow ? 
Twines not of them one golden thread, 
But for its sake a Paynim bled ! ' 

5. 

" Joy to the fair ! — my name unknown, 
Each deed, and all its praise, thine own ; 
Then, oh ! unbar this churlish gate. 
The night-dew falls, the hour is late. 
Inured to Syria's glowing breath, 
I feel the north breeze chill as death ; 
Let grateful love quell maiden shame. 
And grant him bliss who brings thee fame." 

Chap. xm. 

(2.) — THE BAREFOOTED FRIAR. 

1*11 give thee, good fellow, a twelvemonth or twain. 
To search Europe through from Byzantium to 
Spain ; • [tire, 

But ne'er shall you find, should you search till you 
So happy a man as the Barefooted Friar. ^ 

2. 

Your knight for his lady pricks forth in career, 
And is brought home at even-song pricked through 
with a spear ; 
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I confess him in haste — for his lady desires 
No comfort on earth save the Barefooted Friar's. 

8. 

Your monarch ! — Pshaw ! many a prince has been 

known 
To barter his robes for our cowl and our gown ; 
But which of us e'er felt the idle desire 
To exchange for a crown the gray hood of a Friar I 

4. 
The Friar has walked out, and where'er he has gone, 
The land and its fatness is marked for his own ; 
He can roam where he lists, he can stop where he 

tires, 
For every man's house is the Barefooted Friar's. 

5. 

He *s expected at noon, and no wight, till he comes, 
May profane the great chair, or the porridge <tf 

plums ; 
For the best of the cheer, and the seat by the fire. 
Is the undenied right of the Barefooted Friar. 

6. 

He's expected at night, aiwi the pasty's made hot 
They broach the brown ale, and they fill the black 

pot; 
And the good-wife would wish the good-man in the 

mire. 
Ere he lacked a soft pillow, the Barefooted Friar. 



Long flourish the sandal, the cord, and the cope. 
The dread of the devil and trust of the Pope ! 
For to gather life's roses, unscathed by the briari 
Is granted alone to the Barefooted Friar. 

Chap. XTiU. 
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(3.) — THE SAXON WAR-SONG. 

" The fire was spreading rapidly through all parts of the Cft8« 
tie, when Ulrica, who had first kindled it, appeared on a turrot. 
In the guise of one of the ancient furies, yelling forth a war-song, 
such as was of yore chanted on the field of battle by the yet hea- 
then Saxons. Iler long dishevelled g^y hair flew back froaa 
her uncovered head ; the inebriating delight of gratified ven- 
geance contended in her eyes with the fire of insanity ; and she 
brandished the distaff which she held in her hand, as if she had 
been one of the Fatal Sisters, who spin and abridge the thread of 
human life. Tradition has preserved some wild strophes of the 
barburous hymn which she chanted wildly amid that scene of 
fire and slaughter : " — 

1. 

Whet the bright steel, 

Sons of the White Dragon ! 

Kindle the torch, 

Daughter of Hengist ! 

The steel glimmers not for the carving of the 

banquet. 
It is hard, broad, and sharply pointed ; 
The torch goeth not to the bridal chamber, 
It steams and glitters blue with sulphur, 
Whet the steel, the raven croaks ! 
Light the torch, Zemebock is yelling I 
Whet the st^el, sons of the Dragon ! 
Kindle the torch, daughter of Hengist ! 

2. 

The black clouds are low over the thane's castle : 

The eagle screams — he rides on their bosom. 

Scream not, gray rider of the sable cloud. 

Thy banquet is prepared I 

The maidens of Valhalla look forth. 

The race of Hengist will send them guests. 

Shake your black tresses, maidens of Valhalla ! 

And strike your loud timbrels for joy ! 

Many a haughty step b^nds to,your halls. 

Many a helmed head. 
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Dark sits the evening upon the thane's castle, 
The black clouds gather round ; 
Soon shall they be red as the blood of the valiant I 
The destroyer of forests shall shake his red crest 

against them ; 
He, the bright consumer of palaces. 
Broad waves he his blazing banner, 
Red, wide, and dusky, 
Over the strife of the valiant ; 
His joy is in the clashing swords and broken 

bucklers ; 
He loves to lick the hissing blood as it bursts warm 

from the wound ! 

4. 
All must perish ! 
The sword cleaveth the helmet; 
The strong armor is pierced by the lance : 
Fire devoureth the dwelling of princes. 
Engines break down the fences of the battle. 
All must perish I 
The race of Hengist i^ gone — 
The name of Horsa is no more I 
Shrink not then from your doom, sons of the sword ! 
Let your blades drink blood like wine ; 
Feast ye in the banquet of slaughter, 
By the light of the blazing halls \ 
Strong be your swords while your blood is warm, 
And spare neither for pity nor fear, 
For vengeance hath but an hour ; 
Strong hate itself shall expire ! 
I also must perish. 

Note. — "It will readily occur to the antiqaary, that these 
Terses are intended to imitate the antiqae poetry of the Scalds 
— the minstrels of the old Scandinavians — the race, as the 
Laureate so happily terms them, 

" Stem to inflict, and stabborn to endure, 
Who smiled in death." 
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The poetry of the Anglo-Saxons, after their civiliiation and con- 
Tersion, was of a different and softer character ; but in the cir- 
cmnstances of Ulrica, she may be not unnaturally supposed to 
return to the wild strains which animated her forefather^ daring 
the times of Paganism and untamed ferocity.-' 

Chap, xxxii. 



(4.)— REBECCA'S HYMN. 

" It was in the twilight of the day when her trial, if it could be 
called such, had taken place, that a low knock was heard at the 
door of Rebecca's prison chamber. It disturbed not the inmate, 
who was then engaged in the evening prayer recommended by 
her religion, and which concluded with a hymn, which we hare 
Ventured thus to translate into English : " 

When Israel, of the Lord beloved, 

Out from the land of bondage came. 
Her fathers' God before her moved. 

An awful guide in smoke and flame. 
By day, along the astonished lands, 

The cloudy pillar glided slow ; 
By night, Arabia's crimsoned sands 

Returned the fiery column's glow. 

There rose the choral hymn of praise, 

And trump and timbrel answered keen, 
And Zion's aaughters poured their lays, 

With priest's and warrior's voice between. 
Noportents now our foes amaze, 

Forsaken Israel wanders lone : 
Our fathers would not know Thy ways. 

And Thou hast left them to their own. 

But present still, though now unseen ! 

Wnen brightly shines the prosperous day, 
Be thoughts of Thee a cloudy screen 

To temper the deceitful ray. , 

And oh, when stoops on Judah's path 

In shade and storm the frequent night. 
Be Thou, long-suffering, slow to wrato, 

A burning and a shining light I 
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Our harps we left by BabePs streams, 

The tyrant's jest, the Grentile's scorn ; 
No censer round our altar beams, 

And mute are timbrel, harp, and horn. 
But Thou hast said, ' The blood of goat, 

The flesh of rams I will not prize ; 
A contrite heart, a humble thought, 

Are mine accepted sacrifice,' 

Chap. xl. 

(6.) — THE BLACK KNIGHT'S SONG. 

" At the point of their journey at which we take them np, this 
joyoos pair were engird in singing a virelai, as it was called, in 
which the clown bore a stiff and mellow burden to the better in- 
structed Knight of the Fetterlock. And thus ran the ditty : " 

Anna-Marie, love, up is the sun, 

Anna-Marie, love, mom is begun. 

Mists are dispersing, love, birds singing free, 

Up in the morning, love, Anna-Marie. 

Anna-Marie, love, up in the morn. 

The hunter is winding blithe songs on his horn, 

The echo rings merry from rock and from tree, 

'Tis time to arouse thee, love, Anna-Marie. 



O Tybalt, love, Tjbalt, awake me not yet. 
Around my soft pillow while softer dreams flit ; 
For what are the joys that in waking we prove. 
Compared with these visions, O Tybalt ! my love ? 
Let the birds to the rise of the mist carol shrill. 
Let the hunter blow out his loud horn, on the hill, 
Softer sounds, softer pleasures, in slumber I prove, 
But think not I dreamed of thee, Tybalt, my love. 

Chap. xli. 
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(6.)— SONG. 
THE BLACK KNIGHT AMD WAMBA. 

« The Jester next struck into another carol, a sort of comic 
ditty, to which the Knight, catching up the tune, replied in the 
like manner." 

KNIGHT AND WAMBA. 

There came three merry men from south, west, and 
north. 

Ever more sing the roundelay ; 
To win the Widow of Wycombe forth. 

And where was the widow might say them nay ? 

The first was a knight, and from Tynedale he came, 

Ever more sing the roundelay ; 
And his fathers, God save us, were men of great 
fame. 

And where was the widow might say him nay ? 

Of his father the laird, of his uncle the squire, 
He boasted in rhyme and in roundelay ; 

She bade him go bask by his searcoal fire. 
For she was the widow would say him nay. 



The next that came forth, swore by blood and by 
nails. 
Merrily sing the roundelay ; 
Hur's a gentleman, God wot, and Hur's lineage was 
of Wales, 
And where was the widow might say him nay ? 

Sir David ap Morgan ap Griffith ap Hugh 
Ap Tudor ap Khice, quoth his roundelay ; 

She said that one widow for so many was too few, 
And she bade the Welshman wend his way. 
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But then next came a yeoman, a yeoman of Kent, 

JoUily singing his roundelay ; 
He spoke to the widow of living and rent, 

And where was the widow could say hun nay ? 

BOTH. 

So the knight and the squire were both left in the 

mire. 
There for to sing the roundelay ; 
For a yeoman of Kent, with his yearly rent, 
There ne'er was a widow could say him nay. 

Ckap.xli. 

(7.) — FUNERAL HYMN. 

" Four middeng, Rowena leading the choir, raised a hymn for 
the goal of the deceased, of which we haye only been able to de- 
cipher two or three stanzas : " 

Dust unto dust, 
To this all must ; 

The tenant hath resigned 
The faded form 
To waste and worm — 

Corruption claims her kind. 

Through paths unknown 
Thy soul hath flown. 

To seek the realms of woe, 
Where fiery pain 
Shall purge and stain 

Of actions done below. 

In that sad place. 
By Mary's grace, 

Brief may thy dwelling be ! 
Till prayers and alms. 
And holy psalms, 

Shall set the captive free. 

Chcgt. Jim. 
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MOTTOES. 
(1.)— CHAP. XIX. 

Away! our journey lies through dell and dingle, 
Where the blithe fawn trips by its timid mother, 
Where the broad oak, witn intercepting boughs. 
Chequers the sunbeam in the green sward alley -r- 
Up and away ! — for lovely paths are these 
To tread, when the glad sun is on his throne : 
Less pleasant, and less safe, when Cynthia's lamp. 
With doubtful glimmer, lights the dreary forest. 

Ettrick Forest, 
(2.) — CHAP. XIX. 

When autumn nights were long and drear, 
And forest walks were dark and dim, 

How sweetly on the pilgrim's ear 

Was wont to steal the hermit's hymn ! 

Devotion borrows Music's tone, 
And Music took. Devotion's wing, 

And, like the bird that hails the sun. 
They soar to heaven, and soaring sing. 

The Hermit of St. aemenVs Well. 
(3.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

The hottest horse will oft be cool. 

The dullest will show fire ; 
The friar will often play the fool, 

The fool will play the friar. 

Old Song. 
(4.) — CHAP. XXIX. 

This wandering race, severed from other men, 
Boast yet their intercourse with human arts ; 
The seas, the woods, the deserts which they haunt, 
Find them acquainted with their secret treasures ; 
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And unregarded herbs, and flowers and blossoms, 
Displayed undreamed-of powers when gathered by 
them. 

The Jew. 
(6.) — CHAP. XXXI. 

Approach the chamber, look upon his bed, 

His js the passing of no peaceful ghost. 

Which, as the lark arises to the sky, 

'Mid morning's sweetest breeze and softest dew. 

Is winged to heaven by good men's sighs and tears I 

Anselm parts otherwise. 

Old Flay. 

(6.) — CHAP XXXIII. 

Trust me, each state must have its policies ; 
Kingdoms have edicts, cities have their charters ; 
Even the wild outlaw, in his forest-walk, 
Keeps yet some touch of civil discipline. 
For not since Adam wore his verdant apron, 
Hath man with man in social union dwelt. 
But laws were made to draw that union closer. 

Old Play. 
(7.) — CHAP. XXXVI. 

Arouse the tiger of Hyrcanian deserts, 
Strive-with the half-starved lion for his prey ; 
Lesser the risk, than rouse the slumbering fire 
Of wild Fanaticism. 

Anonymous. 

(8.) — CHAP. XXX vn. 
Say not my art is fraud — all live by seeming. 
The beggar begs with it, and the gay courtier 
Gains land and title, rank and rule, by seeming : 
The clergy scorn it not, and the bold soldier 
Will eke with it his service. — All admit it, 
AU practise it ; and he who is content 
Wim showing what he is, shall have small credit 
In church, or camp, or state. — So wags the world. 

Old Play. 
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(9.) — CHAP. XXXVIII. 

Stern was the law which bade its vot'ries leave 
At human woes with human hearts to grieve ; 
Stem was the law, which at the winning wile 
Of frank and harmless mirth forbade to smile ; 
But sterner still, when high the iron-rod 
Of tyrant power she shook, and called that ppwer 
of God. 

Middle Ages. 



EPITAPH ON MRS. ERSKINE. 

Plain, as her native dignity of mind. 
Arise the tomb of her we have resigned ; 
Unflawed and stainless be the marble scroll, 
Emblem of lovely form and candid soul. — 
But, oh ! what symbol may avail, to tell 
The kindness, wit, and sense, we loved so well I 
What sculpture show the broken ties of life, 
Here buried with the parent, friend, and wife I 
Or on the tablet stamp each title dear. 
By which thine urn, Euphemia, claims the tear ! 
Yet taught, by thy meek sufferance, to assume 
Patience in anguish, hope beyond the tomb, — 
Resigned, though sa^d, this votive verse shall flow, 
And brief, alas 1 as thy brief span below. 

1819. 



FROM THE MONASTERY. 

(1.) — SONGS OF THE WHITE LADY OF AVBNBL. 

ON TWEED RIVER. 

1. 

Mebrilt swim we, the moon shines brisht, 
Both current and ripple are dancing in light. 
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We have roused the night raven, I heard him croak, 
As we plashed along l^neath the oak 
That flings its broad branches so far and so wide, 
Their shadows are dancing in midst of the tide. 
" Who wakens my nestlings I " the raven he said, 
" My beak shall ere mom m his blood be red I 
For a blue swollen corpse is a dainty meal, 
And I'll have my share with the pike and the eel.** 

2. 
Merrily swim we, the moon shines bright, 
There's a golden gleam on the distant height: 
There *s a sdver shower on the alders dank, 
And the drooping willows that wave on the bank. 
I see the Abbey, both turret and tower. 
It is all astir for the vesper hour ; 
The Monks for the chapel are leaving each cell. 
But Where's Father Philip should tofl the bell ? 

3. 
Merrily swim we, the moon shines bright. 
Downward we dnft through shadow and light 
Under yon rock the eddies sleep. 
Calm and silent, dark and deep. 
The Kelpy has risen from the rathomless pool. 
He has lighted his candle of death and of dool : 
Look, Father, look, and you '11 laugh to see 
How he gapes and glares with hb eyes on thee ! 

4. 
Grood luck to your fishing, whom watch ye to-night ? 
A man of mean or a man of might ? 
Is it layman or priest that must float in your cove, 
Or lover who crosses to visit his love ? 
Hark ! heard ye the Kelpy reply as we passed, — 
" God's blessing on the warder, he locked the bridge 

fasti 
All that come to my cove are sunk, ' 
Priest or layman, lover or monk." 
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Landed — landed ! the black book hatih won, 
Else had you seen Berwick with morning sun I 
Sain ye, and save ye, and blithe mot ye be, 
For seldom they land that go swinuning with me. 

Ckcqt. T. 
TO THE SUB-PBIOR. 

Good evening, Sir Priest, and so late as you ride. 
With your mule so fair, and your mantle so wide ; 
But ride you through valley, or ride you o*er hill, 
There is one that has warrant to wait on you still. 

Back, back, 

The volume black ! 
1 have a warrant to carry it back. 

What, ho ! Sub-Prior, and came you but here 
To conjure a book from a dead woman's bier? 
Sain you, and save you, be wary and wise, 
Ride back with the book, or you '11 pay for your 
prize. 

Back, back. 

There 's death in the track ! 
In the name of my master, I bid thee bear back. 

** In the name of my Master," said the astonished Monk, " that 
name before which all things created tremble, I oonjore thee to 
say what thou art that haantest me thus ? " 

The same voice replied, — 

That which is neither ill nor well. 
That which belongs not to heaven nor to hell, 
A wreath of the mist, a bubble of the stream, 
'Twixt a waking thought and a sleeping dream ; 
A form that men spy 
With the half-shut eye 
In the beams of the setting sun, am I. 

Vainly, Sir Prior, wouldst thou bar me my right ! 
Like the star when it shoots, I can dart tbirough th^ 
night; 
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I can danee on the torrent, and ride on the air, 
And travel the world with the bonny nightmare. 
Again, again, 
At the crook of the glen, 
Where bickers the bumie, I '11 meet thee again. 

Men of good are bold as sackless,* 

Men of rude are wild and reckless. 
Lie thou still 
In the nook of the hill. 

For those be before thee that wish thee ill. 

Chap. iz. 

halbert's incantation. 

Thrice to the holly brake — 

Thrice to the well : — 
I bid thee awake, 

White Maid of Avenel ! 

Noon gleams on the Lake — 
Noon glows on the Fell — 

Wake thee, O wake. 
White Maid of Avenel. 



TO HALBERT. 

Youth of the dark eye, wherefore didst thou call 

me? 
Wherefore art thou here, if terrors can appall thee ? 
He that seeks to deal with us must know nqr fear, 

nor failing ; 
To coward and churl our speech is dark, our gifts 

are unavailing. 
The breeze that brought me hither now must sweep 

Egyptian ground, 
The fleecy cloud on which I ride for Araby is 

bound ; 

I Sackless — Innocent. ^ , 
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The fleecy cloud is drifting by, the breeze sighs for 

my staj^, 
For 1 must sad a thousand miles before the close of 

day. 



What I am I must not show — 
What I am thou couldst not know — 
Something betwixt heaven and hell — 
Something that neither stood nor fell — 
Something that through thy wit or will 
May work thee good — may work thee ill. 
Neither substance quite, nor shadow, 
Haunting lonely moor and meadow. 
Dancing by the haunted spring, 
Riding on the whirlwind's wing ; 
Aping in fantastic &shion 
Every change of human passion. 
While o*er our frozen minds they pass. 
Like shadows from the mirrored glass. 
Wayward, fickle, is our mood, 
Hovering betwixt bad and good, 
Happier than brief-dated man. 
Living ten times o*er his span ; 
Far less happy, for we have 
Help nor hope beyond the grave ! 
Man awakes to joy or sorrow ; 
Ours the sleep that knows no morrow. 
This is all that I can show — 
This is all that thou may'st know. 

Ay ! and I taught thee the word and the spell, 
To waken me here by the Fairies' Well. 
But thou hast loved the heron and hawk. 
More than to seek my haunted walk ; 
And thou hast loved the lance and the sword, 
More than good text and holy word ; 
And thou hast loved the deer to track. 
More than the lines and the letters black ; 
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And thou art a ranger of moss and wood, 
And scomest the nurture of gentle blood. 

Thy craven fear my truth accused, 

Thine idlehood my trust abused ; 

He that draws to harbor late, 

Must sleep without, or burst the gate. 

There is a star for thee which burned, 

Its influence wanes, its course is turned ; 

Valor and constancy alone 

Can bring thee back the chance that's flown. 

Within that awful volume lies 
The mystery of mysteries ! 
Happiest they of human race, 
To whom God has granted grace 
To read, to fear, to hope, to pray, 
To lift the latch, and force the way ; 
And better had they ne'er been born, 
Who read to doubt, or read to scorn. 

Many a fathom dark and deep 
I have laid the book to sleep ; 
Ethereal fires around it glowing — 
Ethereal music ever flowing — 

The sacred pledge of Heaven 
All things revere, 
Each in his sphere. 

Save man for whom 't was given : 
Lend thy hand, and thou shalt spy 
Things ne'er seen by mortal eye. 



Fearest thou to go with me ? 
Still it is free to thee 

A peasant to dwell ; 
Thou may'st drive the dull steer, 
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And chase the king's deer, 

But never more come near 

This haunted well. 



Here lies the volume thou hast boldly sought ; 
Touch it, and take it, 't will dearly be bought. 

Rash thy deed, 
Mortal weed 
To immortal flames applying : 
Rasher trust 
Has thing of dust, 
On his own weak worth relying : 
Strip thee of such fences vain, 
Strip, and prove thy luck again. 

Mortal warp and mortal woof 
Cannot brook this charmed roof; 
All that mortal art hath wrought 
In our cell returns to nought. 
The molten gold returns to clay, 
The polished diamond melts away ; 
All is altered, all is flown, 
Nought stands fast but truth alone. 
Not for that thy quest give o'er : 
Courage ! prove thy chance once more. 

Alas ! alas ! 

Not ours the grace 

These holy characters to trace : 

Idle forms of painted "air. 

Not to us is given to share 
The boon bestowed on Adam's race. 

With patience bide, 

Heaven will provide 
The fitting time, the fitting guide. 

ap. xU.. 
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HAL BERT* 8 SECOND INTERVIEW WITH THE WHITE 
LADY OF AVENEL. 

** She spoke, aod her speech was still song, or rather measured 
chant ; but if, as now, more fiuniliar, it flowed occasionally in 
modulated blank verse, and, at other times, in the lyrical meas- 
ure which she had used at their former meeting." 

This is the day when the fairy kind 

Sit weeping alone for their hopeless lot, 

And the wood-maiden sighs to the sighing wind, 

And the mermaiden weeps in her crystal grot ; 

For this is a day that the deed was wrought, 

In which we have neither part nor share, 

For the children of clay was salvation bought, 

But not for the forms of sea or air i 

And ever the mortal is most forlorn, 

Who meeteth our race on the Friday mom. 

Daring youth ! for thee it is well. 

Here calling me in haunted dell, 

That thy heart has not quailed. 

Nor thy courage failed, 

And that thou couldst brook 

The angry look 

Of Her of Avenel. 

Did one limb shiver, 

Or an eyelid quiver. 

Thou wert lost for ever. 
Though I am formed from the ether blue, 
And my blood is of the unfallen dew. 
And thou art framed of mud and dust, 
*T is thine to speak, reply I must 



A mightier wizard far than I 
Wields o*er the universe his power ; 
Him owns the eagle in the sky, 
The turtle in the oower. 
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Chanceful in shape, yet mightiest still. 
He wields the heart of man at will, 
From ill to good, from good to ill, 
In cot and castle-tower. 

Ask thy heart, whose secret cell 
Is filled with Mary Avenel I 
Ask thy pride, why scornful look 
In Mary's view it will not brook ? 
Ask it, why thou seek'st to rise 
Among the mighty and the wise, ■— 
Why thou spurn'st thy lowly lot, — - 
Why thy pa^mes are forgot, — 
Why thou wouldst in bloody strife 
Mend thy luck or lose thy fife ? 
Ask thy heart, and it shall tell, 
Sighing from its secret cell, 
'T IS for Mary Avenel. 

Do not ask me ; 

On doubts like these thou canst not task me. 

We only see the passing show 

Of human passions' ebb and flow ; 

And view the pageant's idle glance. 

As mortals eye the northern dance. 

When thotisand streamers, flashing bright. 

Career it o'er the brow of night, 

And gazers mark their changeful gleams, 

But feel no influence from their beams. 



By ties mysterious linked, our fated race 
H!olds strange connection with the sons of men. 
The star that rose upon the House of Avenel, 
When Norman Ulric first assumed the name. 
That star, when culminating in its orbit. 
Shot from its sphere a drop of diamond dew, 
And this bright font received it — and a Spirit 
Rose from the fountain, and her date of life 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FROM THE MONASTERY. 807 

Hath coexistence with the House of Avenel 
And with the star that rules it 



Look on my girdle — on this thread of gold — 
'T is fine as web of lightest gossamer, 
And, but there is a spell on % would not bind, 
Light as they are, the folds of my thin robe. 
But when 't was donned, it was a massive chain, 
Such as might bind the champion of the Jews, 
Even when his locks were longest — it hath dwin- 
dled. 
Hath 'minished in its substance and its strength, 
As sunk the greatness of the House of Avenel. 
When this frail thread gives way, I to the elements 
Resign the principles of life they lent me. 
Ask me no more of this ! — the stars forbid it 



Dim bums the once bright star of Avenel, 

Dim as the beacon when the morn is nigh. 

And the o*er-wearied warder leaves the light-house ; 

There is an influence sorrowful and fearful, 

That dogs its downward course. Disastrous passion, 

Fierce hate and rivalry, are in the aspect 

That lowers upon its fortunes. 

Complain not on me, child of clay. 
If to thy harm I yield the way. 
We, who soar thy sphere above. 
Know not aught of hate or love ; 
As will or wisdom rules thy mood. 
My gifts to evil turn or good. 

When Piercie Shaflon boasteth high, 
Let this token meet his eye. 
The sun is westering from the dell, 
Thy wish is granted — fare thee well ! 

Chap. xtU. 
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THE WHITE LADY TO MARY AVEMEL. 

Maiden, whose sorrows wail the Living Dead, 

Whose eyes shall commune with the Dead Alive, 
Maiden, attend ! Beneath my foot lies hid 

The Word, the Law, the tath which thou dost 
strive 
To find, and canst not find. — Could Spirits shed 

Tears for their lot, it were my lot to weep. 
Showing the road which I shall never tread, 

Though my fijot points it — Sleep, eternal sleep, 
Dark, long, and cold forgetfulness my lot ! — 

But do not thou at human ills repine ; 
Secure there lies fiiU guerdon in this spot 

For all the woes that wait frail Adam's line — 
Stoop then and make it yours, — I may not make 
it mine ! 

Chap. xxz. 

THE WHITE LADY TO EDWARD OLEl«blNNINO. 

Thou who seek'st my fountain lone, 
With thoughts and hopes thou dar'st not own ; 
Whose heart within leaped wildly glad. 
When most his brow seemed dark and sad ; 
Hie thee back, thou find'st not here 
Corpse or coffin, grave or bier ; 
The Dead Alive is gone and fled — 
Go thou, and join the Living Dead ! 

The Living Dead, whose sober brow 
Oft shrouds such thoughts as thou hast now, 
Whose hearts within are seldom cured 
Of passions by their vows abjured ; 
Where, under sad and solemn show. 
Vain hopes are nursed, wild wishes glow. 
Seek the convent's vaulted room. 
Prayer and vigil be thy doom ; 
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Doff the green, and don the gray, 
To the cloister hence away ! 

Chap.jxih. 

THE WHITE LAJ>Y'S FAREWELL. 

Fare thee well, thou Holly green I 
Thou shalt seldom now be seen, 
With all thy glittering garlands bending, 
As to greet my slow descending. 
Startling the bewildered hind, 
Who sees thee wave without a wind. 

Farewell, Fountain ! now not long 
Shalt thou murmur to my song, 
While thy crystal bubbles glancing, 
Keep the time in mystic dancing. 
Rise and swell, are burst and lost. 
Like mortal schemes by fortune crossed. 

The knot of fate at length is tied, 
The Churl is Lord, the Maid is Bride ! 
Vainly did my magic sleight 
Send the lover from her sight ; 
Wither bush, and perish well, 
Fallen is lofty Aveuel ! " 

Chfq}. xzzTil 



(2.) — BORDER BALLAD. 



March, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale, 

Why the deil dinna ye march forward in order? 
March, march, Eskdale and Liddesdale, 

All the Blue Bonnets are bound for the Border. 
Many a banner spread. 
Flutters above your head. 
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Many a crest that is famous in story. 

Mount and make ready then, 

Sons of the mountain glen, 
Fight for the Queen and our old Scottish glory- 



Come from the hills where your hirsels are grazing. 

Come from the glen of the buck and the roe; 
Come to the crag where the beacon is blazing, 
Come with the buckler, the lance, and the bow- 
Trumpets are sounding. 
War-steeds are boundmg. 
Stand to your arms, and march in good order, 
England shall many a day 
TeU of the bloody fray. 
When the Blue Bonnets came ovef the Border. 

C%apxxy. 



MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. I. 

ay I the Monks, the Monks, they did the mischief! 
Theirs all the grossness, all the superstition 

Of a most gross and superstitious age. — 
May He be praised that sent the healthful tempest, 
And scattered all these pestilential vapors ; 
But that we owed them all to yonder Harlot 
Throned on the seven hills with her cup of gold. 

1 will as soon believe, with kind Sir Roger, 

That old Moll White took wing with cat and 

broomstick. 
And raised the last night's thunder. ^ 

(2.) — CHAP. u. 

In yon lone vale his early youth was bred. 
Not solitary then — the bugle-bom 
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Of fell Alecto often waked its windings, 
From where the brook joins the majestic river, 
To the wild northern bog, the curlieu's haunt, 
Where oozes forth its first and feeble streamlet 

Old Flay, 

(3.) — CHAP. V. 

A priest, ye cr}', a priest ! — lame shepherds they, 
How shall they gather in the straggling flock ? 
Dumb dogs which bark not — how shall they 

compel 
The loitering vagrants to the Master's fold ? 
Fitter to bask before the blazing fire, 
And snufFthe mess neat-handed Phillis dresses. 
Than on the snow-wreath battle with the wolf. 

Reformation. 
(4.) — CHAP. VI. 

Now let us sit in conclave. That these weeds 
Be rooted from the vineyard of the Church, 
That these foul tares be severed from the wheat, 
We are, I trust, agreed. — Yet how to do this. 
Nor hurt the wholesome crop and tender vine-plants. 
Craves good advisement 

2%« Reformation, 
(6.) — CHAP. vin. 

Nay, dally not with time, the wise man's treasure, 
Though fools are lavish on *t — the fatal Fisher 
Hooks souls, while we waste moments. 

(Ad Play. 

(6.) — CHAP. XI. 

You call this education, do you not ? 
Why, 'tis the forced march of a herd of bullocks 
Before a shouting drover. The wlad van 
Move on at ease, and pause a while to snatch 
A passing morsel from the dewy green-sward, 
While all the blows, the oaths, the indignation. 
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Fall on the croupe of the ill-fated laggard 
That cripples in the rear. 

0idFUt9. 
(7.) — CHAP. XII. 

There 's something in that ancient superstition, 

Which, erring as it is, our fancy loves. 

The spring that, with its thousand crystal bubbles, 

Bursts from the bosom of some desert rock 

In secret solitude, may well be deemed 

The haunt of something purer, more refined, 

And mightier than ourselves. 

ad Play. 

(8.) — CHAP. XIV. 

Nay, let me have the friends who eat my victuals. 
As various as my dishes. The feast 's nought, 
Where one huge plate predominates. — John Plain- 
text, 
He shall be mighty beef, our English staple ; 
The worthy Alderman, a buttered dumpling ; 
Yon pair of whiskered Cornets, ruffs and rees ; 
Their friend the Dandy, a green goose in sippets. 
And so the board is spread at once and filled 
On the same principle — Variety. 

New Flay. 

(9.) — CHAP. XV. 

He strikes no coin, 'tis true, but coins new phrases, 
And vends them forth as knaves vend gilded 

counters. 
Which wise men scorn, and fools accept in pay- 
ment. 

(mPUty. 
(10.) — CHAP. XVI. 

A courtier extraordinary, who by diet 

Of meats and drinks, his temperate exercise. 
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Choice music, frequent bath, his horary shifts 
Of shirts and waistcoats, means to immortaUze 
Mortality itself, and makes the essence 
Of his whole happiness the trim of court 

Magnetic Lady, 

(11.) — CHAP. XIX. 

Now choose thee, gallant, betwixt wealth and honor ; 
There lies the pelf, in sum to bear thee through 
The dance of youth, and the turmoil of manhood, 
Yet leave enough for age's chimney corner ; 
But an thou grasp to it, farewell Ambition ! 
Farewell each hope of bettering thy condition, 
And raising thy low rank above the churls 
That till the earth for bread ! 

Old Play. 

(12.) — CHAP. XXI. 

Indifferent, but indifferent — pshaw ! he doth it not 
Like one who is his crafVs master — nevertheless 
I have seen a clown confer a bloody coxcomb 
On one who was a master of defence. 

Old Flay. 

(13.) — CHAP. xxn. 

Yes, life hath left him — every busy thought. 
Each fiery passion, every strong affection. 
The sense of outward ill and inward sorrow. 
Are fled at once from the pale trunk before me ; 
And I have given that which spoke and moved, 
Thought, acted, suffered, as a uving man, 
To be a ghastly form of bloody clay, 
Soon the foul food for reptiles. 

Old Play. 

(14.) — CHAP. xxin.. 

*Tis when the wound is stiffening with the cold, 
The warrior first feels pain — 'tis when the heat 
And fiery fever of his soul is past. 
The sinner feels remorse. 

Old Play. 
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(16.) — CHAP. xxrv. 
I 'il walk on tiptoe ; arm my eye with caution, 
Mv heart with courage, and my hand with weapon. 
Like him who ventures on a lion's den. 

Old Play. 
(16.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

Now, by Our Lady, Sheriff, 'tis hard reckoning, 
That I, with every odds of birth and barony, 
Should be detained here for the casual death 
Of a wild forester, whose utmost having 
Is but the brazen buckle of the belt 
In which he sticks his hedge-knife. 

CHdFlay 
(17.)^— CHAP. XXX. 

You call it an angel — it may be so : 
But sure I am, among the ranks which fell, 
'Tis the first fiend ere counselled man to rise, ' 
And win the bliss the sprite himself had forfeited. 

Old Play. 

(18.) — CHAP. XXXI. 

At school I knew him — a sharp-witted youth, 
Grave, thoughtfiil, and reserved among his mates, 
Turning the hours of sport and food to labor, 
Starving his body to inform his mind. 

Old Play, 
(19.) — CHAP. XXXIII. 

Now on my faith this gear is all entangled. 
Like to the yarn-clew of the drowsy knitter, 
Dragged by the frolic kitten through the cabin, 
While the good dame sits nodding o'er the fire — 
Masters, attend ; 't will crave some skill to clear it 

Old Play. 

(20.) — CHAP. XXXIV. 

It is not texts will do it — Church artillery 
Are silenced soon by real ordnance. 
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And canons are but viun opposed to aannon. 
Go, coin your crosier, melt your church plate down, 
Bid the starved soldier banquet in your halb, 
And quaff the long-Baved hogsheads — Turn them 

out 
Thus primed witli your good cheer, to guard your 

wall, 

And they will venture for *t 

Old Play. 1820. 



FROM THE ABBOT. 

(1.)— THE PARDONER'S ADVERTISEMENT. 

** At length the pardoner palled from his (*crip a small phial of 
elear water, of which he vaunted the quality in the following ver- 

868:" — 

LiSTNETH, gode people, everiche one, 
For in the londe of Babylone, 
Far eastward I wot it lyeth, 
And is the first londe the sonne espieth, 
Ther, as he cometh fro out the se ; 
In this ilk londe, as thinketh me. 
Right as holie legendes tell, 
Snottreth from a roke a well, 
And falleth into ane bath of ston, 
Wher chast Susanne in times long gon. 
Was wont to wash her bodie and lim — 
Mickle vertue hath that streme. 
As ye shall se er that ye pas, 
Ensample by this little glas — 
Through nightes cold and dayes hote, 
Hiderward I have it brought; 
Hath a wife made slip or slide. 
Or a maiden stepped aside ; 
Putteth this water under her nese. 
Wold she nold she, she shall snese. 

tjhap. xxTii. 
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(2.) — MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. V. 

- In the wild storm, 



The seaman hews his mast down, and the merchant 
Heaves to the billows wares he once deemed pre- 
cious : 
So prince and peer, 'mid popular contentions, 
Cast off their favorites. 

Old Play. 
(2.) — CHAP. VI. 

Thou hast each secret of the household, Francis, 
I dare be sworn thou hast been in the buttery- 
Steeping thy curious humor in fat ale. 
And in the butler's tattle — ay, or chatting 
With the glib waiting- woman o'er her comfits — 
These bear the key to each domestic mystery. 

Old Play. 
(3.) — CHAP. VIII. 

The sacred tapers' lights are gone. 
Gray moss has clad the altar stone, 
The holy image is o'erthrown, 

The bell has ceased to toll. 
The long-ribbed aisles are burst and shrunk, 
The holy shrines to ruin sunk. 
Departed is the pious monk, 

God's blessing on his soul ! 

Rediviva. 
(4.) — CHAP. XI. 

Life hath its May, and all is mirthful then : 
The woods are vocal, and the flowers all odor ; 
Its very blast hath mirth in 't, — and the maidens. 
The while they don their cloaks to screen their 

kirtles. 
Laugh at the rain that wets them. 

OldPtay, 
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(6.) — CHAP. xn. 

Nay, hear me, brother — I am elder, wiser, 
And holier than thou ; and a^e, and wisdom, 
And holiness, have peremptor}' claims. 
And will be listened to. 

Old Play. 

(6.)— CHAP. XIV. 

Not the wild billow, when it breaks its barrier — 
Not the wild wind, escaping from its cavern — 
Not the wild fiend, that mingles both together, 
And pours their rage upon the ripening harvest. 
Can match the wild freaks of this mirthiul meeting — 
Comic, yet fearful — droll, and yet destructive. 

The Conspiracy. 
(7.) — CHAP. XVI. 

Youth I thou wear'st to manhood now, 
Darker lip and darker brow, 
Stateher step, more pensive mien, 
In thy face and sait are seen : 
Thou must now hrook midnight watches, 
Take thy food and sport by snatches ! 
For the gambol and the jest. 
Thou wert wont to love the best. 
Graver follies must thou follow. 
But as senseless, false, and hollow. 

Life^ A Poem. 

(8.) — CHAP. XIX. 

It is and is not — 'tis the thing I sought for. 

Have kneeled for, prayed for, risked my fame and 

life for. 
And yet it is not — no more than the shadow 
Upon the hard, cold, flat, and polished mirror. 
Is the warm, graceful, rounded, living substance 
Which it presents in form and lineament 

Old Play, 
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(9.) —CHAP. xxni. 

Give me a morsel on the greensward rather, 
Coarse as you will the cooking — Let the fresh 

spring 
Bubble beside my napkin — and the free birds, 
Twittering and chirpmg, hop from bough to bough. 
To claim the crumbs I leave for perquisites — 
Your prison-feasts I like not 

The Woodsman^ A Drama. 

(10.) — CHAP. XXIV. 

*Tis a wearv life this 

Vaults overhead, and grates and bars around me. 
And my sad hours spent with as sad companions, 
Whose thoughts are brooding o'er their own mis 

chances. 
Far, fai' too deeply to take part in mine. 

JTie Woodsman. 
(11.)— CHAP. XXV. 

And when Love's torch hath set the heart in flame, 
Comes Seignor Reason, with his saws and cautions, 
Giving such aid as the old gray-beard Sexton, 
Who from the church-vault drags his crazy engine, 
To ply its dribbling ineffectual streamlet 
Against a conflagration. 

OldPlav. 

(12.) — CHAP. XXVIII. 

Yes, it is she whose eyes looked on thy childhood, 
And watched with trembling hope thy dawn ot 

youth. 
That now, with these same eye-balls, dimmed with 

And dimmer yet with tears, sees thy dishonor. 

Old Play. 
(13.>— CHAP. XXX. 

In some breasts passion lies concealed and silent. 
Like war's swart powder in a castle vault, 
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Until occasion^ like the linstock, lights it ; 
Then comes at once the lightning and the thunder, 
And distant echoes tell that all is rent asunder. 

(MPtay, 

(14.) — CHAP. XXXIII. 

Peath distant ? — No, alas ! he *s ever with us, 
And shakes the dart at us in all our actings ; 
He lurks within our cup, while we're in health; 
Sits by our sick-bed, mocks our medicines ; 
We cannot walk, or sit, or ride, or travel, 
But Death is by to seize us when he lists. 

The Spanish Father, 
(16.) — CHAP. XXXIV. 

Ay, Pedro, — come you here with mask and 

lantern, 
Ladder of ropes, and other moonshine -tools — 
Why, youngster, thou mayst cheat the old Duenna, 
Flatter the waiting-woman, bribe the valet : 
But know, that 1 her father play the Gryphon, 
Tameless and sleepless, pi*oof to fraud or bribe, 
And guard the hidden treasure of her beauty. 

The Spanish Father. 
(16.) — CHAP. XXXV. 

It is a time of danger, not of revel. 
When churchmen turn to masquers. 

The Spanish FatJier. 

(17.) — CHAP. XXXVII. 

Ay, sir — our ancient crown, in these wild times. 
Oft stood upon a cast — the gamester's ducat, 
So often staked, and lost, and then regained, 
Scarce knew so many hazards. 

The Spanish Father. 1820. 
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' FROM KENILWORTH. 

(1.) — GOLDTHRED'S SONG. 

** After some brief interral, Master Goldthred, at the earnest 
instigation of mine host, and the joyous concurrence of his guests, 
indulged the company with the following morsel of melody ; " — 

Of all the birds on bush or tree, 

Commend me to the owl, 
Since he may best ensample be 
To those the cup that trowl. 
For when the sun hath left the west, 
He chooses the tree that he loves the best. 
And he whoops out hb song, and he laughs at his 

jest. 
Then, though hours be late, and weather foul, 
We'll drink to the health of the bonny, bonny owl. 

The lark is but a bumpkin fowl, 

He sleeps in his nest till morn ; 
But my blessings upon the jolly owl. 
That all night blows his horn. 
Then up with your cup till you stagger m speech, 
And match me this catch till you swagger and 

screech. 
And drink till you wink, my merry men each ; 
For, though hours be late, and weather be foul, 
We'll drink to the health of the bonny, bonny owl. 

Ckap.a 

(2.) — SPEECH OF THE PORTER AT KENILWORTH. 

" At the approach of the Queen, upon sight of whom, as struck 
by some heavenly yision, the gigantic warder dropped his club, 
resigned his keye. and gave open way to the Qoddess of the night, 
and all her magniflceqt train." 
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What stir, what turmoU, have we for the nones ? 
Stand back, my masters, or beware your bones I 
Sirs, I 'm a warder, and no man of straw ; 
My voice keeps order, and my club gives law. 

Yet soft — nay stay — what vision have we here? 
What dainty darling's this — what peerless peer? 
What lovehest face, that loving ranks enfold, 
Like brightest diamond chased in purest gold ? 
Dazzled and blind, mine office I forsake, 
My club, my key, my knee, my homage take. 
Bright paragon, pass on in joy and bliss ; — 
Besnrew the gate that opes not wide at such a 
sight as this ! 

(8.)— MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. IV. 

Not serve two masters ? — Here 's a youth will try 

it- 
Would fein serve Grod, yet give the devil his- due ; 
Says grace before he doth a deed of villany, 
And returns his thanks devoutly when 'tis acted. 

Old PUm9. 

(2.) — CHAP. V. 

He was a man 

Versed in the world as pilot in his compass. 
The needle pointed ever to that interest 
Which was his loadstar, and he spread his sails 
With vantage to the gale of others' passion. 

The Deceiver — a Tragedf. 

(8.) — CHAP. VII. 

This is He 

Who rides on the court-gale ; controls its tides; 
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Knows all their secret shoals and fatal eddies; 
Whose frown abases, and whose smile exalts. 
He shines like any rainbow — and, perchance, 
His colors are as transient. 

Old Play. 

(4.) — CHAP. XIV. 

This is rare news thou tell'st me, my good fellow ; 
There are two bulls fierce battling on the green 
For one fair heifer — if the one goes down. 
The dale will be more peaceful, and the herd. 
Which have small interest in their brulziement, 
May pasture there in peace. 

Old Play, 
(6.) — CHAP. XVIL 

Well, then, our course is chosen ; spread the sail, — 
Heave oft the lead, and mark the soundings well ; 
Look to the helm, good master ; many a shoal 
Marks this stern coast, and rocks where sits the 

siren. 
Who, like ambition, lures men to their ruin. 

The Shipwreek 

(6.) — CHAP. xion. 

Now God be good to me in this wild pilgrimage I 

All hope in human aid I cast behind me. 

O, who would be a woman ? who that fool, 

A weeping, pining, faithful, loving woman ? 

She has hard measure still where she hopes kindest, 

And all her bounties only make ingrates. 

Lovers Pilgrimagt. 

(7.) — CHAP. XXV. 

Hark I the bells summon, and the bugle calls, 
But she the fairest answers not ; the tide 
Of nobles and of ladies throngs the halls. 
But she, the loveliest, must in secret hide. 
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What eyes were thine, proud Prince, which in the 

gleam 
Of yon gay meteors lost that better sense, 
That o'er the glow-worm doth the star esteem. 
And merit's modest blush o'er courtly insolence ? 

The Glass Slipper. 
(8.) — CHAP. XXVIII. 

What, man, ne'er lack a draught, when the full can 
Stands at thine elbow, and craves emptying I — 
Nay, fear not me, for I have no delight 
To watch men's vices, since I have myself 
Of virtue naught to boast <^. — I 'm a striker, 
Would have the world strike with me, pell mell, all. 

Pan damonium . 
(9.) — CHAP. XXIX. 

Now fare thee well, my master I if true service 
Be guerdoned with hard looks, e'en cut the tow-line, 
And let our barks across the pathless flood 
Hold different courses. 

Shipioreek. 
(10.) — CHAP. XXX. 

Now bid the steeple rock — she comes, she comes ! 
Speak for us, bells! speak for us, shrill-tongued 

tuckets I 
Stand to the linstock, gunner ; let thy cannon 
Play, such a peal, as if a Paynim foe 
Came stretched in turbaned ranks to storm the 

ramparts. 
We will have pageants too ; but that craves wit, 
And I'm a rough-hewn soldier. 

The Virgin^ Queen, a Tragi- Comedy. 

(11.) — CHAP. XXXII. 

The wisest sovereigns err like private men. 
And royal hand h^ sometimes laid the^woi^ 
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Of chivalry upon a worthless shoulder. 
Which better had been branded by the hangman. 
What then? Kin^ do their best, — and they and we 
Must answer for the intent, and not the event 

(HdPtay. 
(12.) — CHAP. XXXIII. 

Here stands the victim — there the proud betrayer, 
E'en as the hind pulled down by strangling dogs 
Lies at the hunter's feet, who courteous proffers 
To some high dame, the Dian of the chase, 
To whom he looks for guerdon, his sharp blade, 
To gash the sobbing throat 

The Woodsman. 
(18.) — CHAP. XL. 

High o'er the eastern steep the sun is beaming, 
And darkness flies with her deceitful shadows ; 
So truth prevails o'er falsehood. 

Old Play. 1821. 



FROM THE PIRATE. 

(1.)— THE SONG OF THE TEMPEST. 

*' A Norw^ian invocation, still preserved in the island of UoBt, 
under the name of the Song Reim-kennar, though some call it 
the Song of the Tempest. The following is a free translation, it 
being impossible to render literally many of the elliptical and 
metaphorical terms of expression peculiar to the ancient North- 
ern poetry : " — 



Stern eagle of the far north-west. 
Thou that bearest in thy grasp the thunderbolt. 
Thou whose rushing pinions stir ocean to mad- 
ness, navies, 
Thou the destroyer of herds, thou the scatterer of 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FROM THE PIRATE. 825 

Amidst the scream of thy rage, 
Amidst the rushing of thy onward wings, 
Though thy scream be loud as the cry of a perish- 
ing nation, 
Though the Pushing of thy wings be Hke the roar 

of ten thousand waves. 
Yet hear, in thine ire and thy haste, 
Hear thou the voice of the Reim-kennar 



Thou hast met the pine-trees of Drontheim, 
Their dark-green heads lie prostrate beside their 

uprooted stems ; 
Thou hast met the rider of the ocean. 
The tall, the strong bark of the fearless rover. 
And she lias struck to thee the topsail 
That she had not veiled to a royal armada : 
Thou hast met the tower that bears its crest among 

the clouds. 
The battled massive tower of the Jarl of former 

days. 
And the cope-stone of the turret 
Is lying upon its hospitable hearth ; 
But thou too shalt stoop, proud compeller of clouds, 
When thou hearest the voice of the Reim-kennar. 



3. 

There are verses that can stop the stag in the forest, 

Ay, and when the dark-colored dog is opening on 
his track ; 

There are verses can make the wild hawk pause on 
the wing 

Like the falcon that wears the hood and the jesses, 

And who knows the shrill whistle of the fowler; 

Thou who canst mock at the scream of the drown- 
ing mariner. 

And the crash of the ravaged forest, 
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And the groan of the overwhelmed crowds, 

When the church hath fallen in the moment of 

prayer; 
There are sounds which thou also must list, 
When they are chanted by the voice of the Reim- 

kennar. 

4. 
Enough of woe hast thou wrought on the ocean, 
The widows wring their hands on the beach ; 
Enough of woe hast thou wrought on the land, 
The husbandman folds his arms in despair ; 
Cease thou the waving of thy pinions. 
Let the ocean repose m her dark strength ; 
Cease thou the flashing of thine eye, 
Let the thunderbolt sleep in the armory of Odin ; 
Be thou still at my bidding, viewless racer of the 

north-western heaven. — 
Sleep thou at the voice of Noma the Reim-kennar. 



Eagle of the far north-western waters, 

Thou hast heard the voice of the Reim-kennar, 

Thou hast closed thy wide sails at her bidding. 

And folded them in peace by thy side. 

My blessing be on thy retiring path ; 

When thou stoopest from thy place on high. 

Soft be thy slumbers in the caverns of the unknown 

ocean. 
Rest till destiny shall again awaken thee ; 
Eagle of the north-west, thou hast heard the voice 

of the Reim-kennar. 

Chap. Ti. 

(2.) — CLAUD HALCRO'S SONG. 
MART. 

Farewell to Northmaven, 
Gray Hilkwicke, farewell ! 
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To the calms of thy haven, 

The storms on thy fell — 
To each breeze that can vary 

The mood of thy main, 
And to thee, bonny Mary ! 

We meet not again ! 

Farewell the wild ferry, 

Which Hacon could brave, 
When the peaks of the Skerry 

Were white in the wave. 
There 's a maid may look over 

These wild waves in vain, — 
For the skiff of her lover — 

He comes not again ! 

The vows thou hast broke. 

On the wild currents fling them ; 
On the quicksand and rock 

Let the mermaidens sing them. 
New sweetness they '11 give her 

Bewildering stram ; 
But there 's one who will never 

Believe them again. 

O were there an island, 

Though ever so wild, 
Where woman could smile, and 

No man be beguiled — 
Too tempting a snare 

To poor mortals were given ; 
And the hope would fix there. 

That should anchor in heaven. 

CAop. xii 

(8.)— THE SONG OF HAROLD HARFAQBR. 

The sun is rising dimly red. 

The wind is waUing low and dread ; 
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From his cliff the eagle sallies, 
Leaves the wolf his darksome valleys ; 
In the mist the ravens hover, 
Peep the wild doo^ from the cover. 
Screaming, croaking, baying:, yelling, 
Each in his wild accents telling, 
*^ Soon we feast on dead and dying. 
Fair-haired Harold's flag is flying/' 

Many a crest on air is streaming. 
Many a helmet darkly gleaming. 
Many an arm the axe uprears. 
Doomed to hew the wood of spears. 
All along the crowded ranks 
Horses neigh and armor clanks ; 
Chie& are shouting, clarions ringing, 
Louder still the bards are singing. 
" Gather footmen, gather horsemen, 
To the field, ye valiant Norsemen I 

" Halt ye not for food or slumber. 
View not vantage, count not number ; 
Jolly reapers, forward still, 
Grow the crop on vale or hill, . 
Thick or scattered, stiff* or lithe, 
It shall down before the ^ythe. 
Forward with your sickles bright, 
Reap the harvest of the fight — 
Onward footmen, onward horsemen. 
To the charge ye gallant Norsemen ! 

" Fatal Choosers of the Slaughter, 

O'er you hovers Odin's daugnter ; 

Hear the choice she spreads before ye, — 

Victory, and wealth, and glory ; 

Or old Valhalla's roaring hail, 

Her ever^ircling mead and ale. 

Where for etermty unite 

The joys of wassail and of fight 
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Headlong forward, foot and horsemen, 
Charge and fight, and die like Norsemen ! **- 

Chap. XT. 
(4.)— SONG OV THE MERMAIDS AND MERMEN. 



Fathoms deep beneath the wave, 

Stringing beads of glistering pearl, 
Singing the achievements brave 

Of many an old Norwegian earl ; 
Dwelling where the tempest's raving, 

Falls as light upon our ear. 
As the sigh of lover, craving 

Pity from his lady dear. 
Children of wild Thule, we. 
From the deep caves of the sea. 
As the lark springs from the lea. 
Hither come, to share your glee. 



From reining of the water-horse, 

That bounded till the waves were foaming, 
Watching the infant tempest's course, 

Cha^ng the sea-snake m his roaming ; 
From winding charge-notes on the shell. 

When the huge whale and sword-fish duel, 
Or tolling shroudless seamen's knell. 

When the winds and waves are cruel; 
Children of wild Thule, we 
Have ploughed such furrows on the sea. 
As the steer draws on the lea, 
And hither we come to share your glee. 

MERMAIDS AND MERMEN. 

We heard you in our twilight caves, 
A hundred fathom deep below, ^ . 
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For notes of joy can pierce the waves, 
That drown each sound of war and woe. 

Those who dwell beneath the sea, 
Love the sons of Thule well ; 

Thus, to aid your mirth, bring we 
Dance, and song, and sounding shell. 

Children of dark Thule, know, 

Those who dwell by haaf and voe, 

Where your daring shallops row, 

Come to share the festal show. 

Chap. xfi. 



(6.) — NORNA'S SONG. 

For leagues along the watery way. 

Through gulf and stream my course has been ; 
The billows know my Kunic lay. 

And smooth their crests to silent green. 

The billows know my Runic lay, — 

The gulf grows smooth, the stream is still : 

But human hearts, more wild than they, 
Know but the rule of wayward will. 

One hour is mine in all the year, 

To tell my woes, and one alone ; 
When gleams this magic lamp, 't is here, — 

When dies the mystic light, 't is gone. 

Daughters of northern Magnus, hail ! 

The lamp is Ut, the flame is clear, — 
To you I come to tell my tale. 

Awake, arise, my tale to hear ! 

Ou^. ziz. 
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(6.) — CLAUD HALCRO AND NORNA. 

CLAUD HALCRO. 

Mother darksome, Mother dread, 

Dweller on the Fitful-head, 

Thou canst see what deeds are done 

Under the never-setting sun. 

Look through sleet, and look through frost, 

Look to Greenland's caves and coast, — 

By the ice-berg is a sail 

Chasing of the swarthy whale; 

Mother doubtful, Mother dread. 

Tell us, has the good ship sped ? 



The thought of the aged is ever on gear, — 

On his fishing, his furrow, his flock, and his steer ; 

But thrive may his fishing, flock, furrow, and herd, 

While the aged for anguish shall tear his gray beard. 

The ship, well-laden as bark need be. 

Lies deep in the furrow of the Iceland sea ; — 

The breeze for Zetland blows fair and soft; 

And gaily the garland is fluttering aloft ; 

Seven good fishes have spouted their last. 

And their jaw-bones are hanginoj to yard and mast ; 

Two are for Lerwick, and two lor Kirkwall, — 

Three for Burgh Westra, the choicest of all. - 

CLAUD HALCRO. 

Mother doubtful, Mother dread, 

Dweller on the Fitful-head, 

Thou hast conned full many a rhyme, 

That lives upon the surge of time : 

Tell me, shall my lays be sung. 

Like Hacon's of the golden tongue, 

Long after Halcro's dead and gone ? 

Or shall Hialtland*s minstrel own 

One note to rival glorious Jo%^?yQooQle 
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The infant loves the rattle's noise ; 
Age, double childhood, hath its toys ; 
But diff'erent far the descant rings, 
As strikes a different hand the strings. 
The eaffle mounts the polar sky — 
The Imoer-goose, unskilled to fly, 
Must be content to glide along. 
Where seal and sea-dog list his song. 

CLAUD HALCRO. 

Be mine the Imber-goose to play. 
And haunt lone cave and silent bay ; 
The archer's aim so shall I shun — 
So shall I 'scape the levelled gun — 
Content my verses' tuneless jingle, 
With Thule's sounding tides to mingle, 
While, to the ear of wondering wight, 
Upon the distant headland's height, 
Softened by murmur of the sea. 
The rude sounds seem like harmony ! 
♦ . * * * * * * 
Mother doubtful. Mother dread, 
Dweller on the Fitful-head, 
A gallant bark from far abroad, 
Samt Magnus hath her in his road, 
With guns and firelocks not a few — 
A silken and a scarlet crew. 
Deep stored with precious merchandise, 
Of gold, and goods of rare device — 
What interest hath our comrade bold 
In bark and crew, and goods and gold? 



Grold is ruddy, fkir, and free. 
Blood is crimson, and dark to see ; — 
I looked out on Saint Magnus bay, 
And 1 saw a &lcon that struck her prey, 
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A gobbet of flesh in her beak she bore, 
And talons and sintrles are dripping with gore ; — 
Let he that asks after them look on his hand, 
And if there is blood on 't, he 's one of their band. 

CLAUD HALCRO. 

Mother doubtful, Mother dread, 
Dweller on the Fitful-head, 
Well thou know'st it is thy task 
To tell what Beauty will not ask ; — 
Then steep thy words in wine and milk, 
And weave a doom of gold and silk. — 
For we would know, shall Brenda prove 
In Jove, and happy in her love ? 



Untouched by love, the maiden's breast 
Is like the snow on Kona's crest, 
Hi^h seated in the middle sky, 
In bright and barren purity ; 
But by the sunbeam gently kissed, 
Scarce by the gazing eye *t is missed. 
Ere, down the lonely valley stealing, 
Fresh grass and growth its course revealing. 
It cheers the flock, revives the flower, 
And decks some happy shepherd's bower. 

MAGNUS TROIL. 

Mother speak, and do not tarry. 
Here 's a maiden fain would marry. 
Shall she marry, ay or not ? 
If she marry, what *s her lot ? 



Untouched by love, the maiden's breast 
Is like the snow on Rona's crest : ^ r 
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So pure, so free from earthly dye, 
It seems, whilst leaning on the sky. 
Part of the heaven to which 'tis nigh ; 
But passion, like the wild March rain, 
May soil the wreath with many a stain. 
We gaze — the lovely vision's gone — 
A torrent fills the bed of stone. 
That hurrying to destruction's shock, 
Leaps headlong from the lofty rock. 

Chap. xxi. 
(7.) -SONG OF THE ZETLAND FISHERMAN. 

" While they were yet within hearing of the shore, they chanted 
an ancient None ditty, appropriate to the occasion, of which 
Glaud Ilalcro had executed the following literal translation : " — 

Farewell, merry maidens, to song and to laugh, 
For the brave lads of Westra are bound to the Haaf ; 
And we must have labor, and hunger, and pain, 
Ere we dance with the maids of Dunrossness again. 

For now, in our trim boats of Noroway deal. 

We must dance on the waves, with the porpoise and 

seal; 
The breeze it shall pipe, so it pipe not too high. 
And the gull be our songstress whene'er she flits by. 

Sing on, my brave bird, while we follow, like thee. 
By bank, shoal, and quicksand, the swarms of the 

sea; 
And when twenty-score fishes are straining our 

line. 
Sing louder, brave bird, for their spoils shall be 

thine. 

We'll sing while we bait, and we'll sing while we 

haul, 
For the deeps of the Haaf have enough for us all : 
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There is torsk for the gentle, and skate for the carle, 
And there *s wealth for bold Magnus, the son of the 
earl 

Huzza! my brave comrades, give way for the 

Haaf, 
We shall sooner come back to the dance and the 

laugh ; 
For light without mirth is a lamp without oil ; 
Then, mirth and long life to the Dold Magnus Troil I 

Chap, zxii 



(8.) — CLEVELAND'S SONGS. 
1. 

Love wakes and weeps 

While Beauty sleeps ! 
O for Music's softest numbers, 

To prompt a theme, 

For Beauty's dream, 
Soft as the pillow of her slumbers ! 

2. 

Through groves of palm 

Sigh gales of balm. 
Fire-flies on the air are wheeling ; 

While through the *gloom 

Comes soft perfume. 
The distant beds of flowers revealing. 

8. 

O wake and live ! 

No dream can give 
A shadowed bliss, the real excelling ; 

No longer sleep, 

From lattice peep, 
And list the tale that Love is telling. 
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Farewell ! farewell ! the voice you hear, 
Hast left its last soft tone with you, — 

Its next must join the seaward cheer, 
And shout among the shouting crew. 

The accents which I scarce could form 
Beneath your frown's controlling check, 

Must give the word, above the storm, 
To cut the mast, and clear the wreck. 

The timid eye I dared not raise, — 

The hand, that shook when pressed to thine, 

Must point the guns upon the chase — 
Must bid the deadly cutlass shine. 

To all I love, or hope, or fear, — 

Honor, or own, a long adieu I 
To all that life has soft and dear,- 

Farewell ! save memory of you ! 

Chap, zzlii. 

(9.) — CLAUD HALCRO'S TBRSES. 

And you shall deal the funeral dole ; 

Ay, deal it, mother mine. 
To weary body, and to heavy soul, 

The white bread and the wine. 

And you shall deal my horses of pride ; 

Ay, deal them, mother mine ; 
And you shall deal my lands so wide. 

And deal my castles nine ; 

But deal not vengeance for the deed. 

And deal not for the crime ; 
The body to its place, and the soul to Heaven's 
grace. 

And the rest in God*s own time. 
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Saint Magnus control thee, that martyr of treason ; 
Saint Roman rebuke thee, with rhyme and with 

reason; 
By the mass of Saint Martin, the might of Saint 

Mary, 
Be thou gone, or thy weird shall be worse if thou 

tarry ! 
If of good, go hence and hallow thee ; — 
If of ul, let the earth swallow thee ; — 
If thou 'rt of air, let the gray mist fold thee ; — 
If of earth, let the swart mihe hold thee ; — 
If a Pixie, seek thy ring ; — 
If a Nixie, seek thy spring ; — 
If on middle earth thou *st been 
Slave of sorrow, shame, and sin. 
Hast eat the bread of toil and strife. 
And dree'dthe lot which men call life; 
Begone to thy stone I for thy coffin is scant of thee, 
The worm, thy play-fellow, wails for the want of 

thee: 
Hence, houseless shost ! let the earth hide thee, 
nil Michael shall blow the blast, see that there thou 

bide thee ! — 
Phantom, fly hence ! take the Cross for a token, 
Hence pass till Hallowmass ! — my spell is spoken. 

Where corpse-light 

Dances bright. 

Be it by day or night. 

Be it by light or dark. 

There shall corpse lie stiflP and stark. 



Menseful maiden ne'er should rise, 
Till the first beam tinse the skies ; 
Silk-fiinged eyelids still should close. 
Till the sun has kissed the rose ; 
Maiden's foot we should not view, 
Marked with tiny print on dew, 
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Till the opening flowerets spread 
Carpet meet for beauty's tread. 

C%<9>. xziii. 



(10.)— NORNA'S INCANTATIONS. 

Champion, famed for warlike toil, 
Art thou silent, Ribolt Troil ? 
Sand, and dust, and pebbly stones, 
Are leaving bare thy giant bones. 
Who dared touch the wild bear's skin 
Ye slumbered on, while life was in ? — 
A woman now, or babe, may come 
And cast the covering from thy tomb. 

Yet be not wrathful, Chief, nor blight 

Mine eyes or ears with sound or sight ! 

I come not with unhallowed tread, 

To wake the slumbers of the dead, 

Or lay thy giant reliques bare ; 

But what I seek thou well canst spare. 

Be it to my hand allowed, 

To shear a merk's weight from thy shroud ; 

Yet leave thee sheeted lead enough 

To shield thy bones from weather rough. 

See, I draw mv magic knife — 

Never, while thou wert in life, 

Laidst thou still for sloth or fear, 

When point and edge were glittering near ; 

See, the cerements now I sever — 

Waken now, or sleep for ever ! 

Thou wilt not wake — the deed is done !— 

The prize I sought is fairly won. 

Thanks, Ribolt, thanks, — for this the sea 
Shall smoothe its niffled crest for thee — 
And while afar its billows foam. 
Subside to peace near Ribolf s tomb. 
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Thanks, Ribolt, thanks, — for this the might 
Of wild winds raging at their height, 
When to thy place of slumber nigh, 
Shall soften to a lullaby. 

She, the dame of doubt and dread, 
Noma of the Fitful-head, 
Mighty in her own despite, — 
Miserable in her might : 
In despair and frenzy great. 
In her greatness desolate ; 
Wisest, wickedest who Hves, — 
Well can keep the word she gives. 

Chap. xxf. 

[AT INTERVIEW WITH MINNA.] 

Thou, SO needful, yet so dread, 
With cloudy crest, and wing of red ; 
Thou, without whose genial breath 
The North would sleep the sleep of death ; 
Who deign'st to warm the cottage hearth, 
Yet hurls proud palaces to earth, — 
Brightest, keenest of the Powers, 
Which form and rule this world of ours, 
With thy rhyme of Runic, I 
Thank thee for thy agency. 



Old Reimkennar, to thy art 
Mother Hertha sends her part ; 
She, whose gracious bounty gives 
Needful food for all that lives. 
From the deep mine of the North 
Came the mystic metal forth. 
Doomed amidst disjointed stones. 
Long to cere a chamjnon's bones, 
Disinhumed my charms to aid — 
Mother £arth, my thanks, are -pai(L , 
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Girdle of our islands dear, 
Element of Water, hear ! 
Thou, whose power can overwhelm 
Broken mounds and ruined realm 

On the lowly Belgian strand ; 
All thy fiercest rage can never 
Of our soil a furlong sever 

From our rock-defended land ; 
Play then gently thou thy part, 
To assist old Noma's art. 



Elements, each other greeting. 

Gifts and power attend your meeting ! 



Thou, that over billows dark 
Safely send'st the fisher's bark — 
Giving him a path and motion 
Through the wilderness of ocean 
Thou, that when the billows brave ye, 
O'er the shelves can'st drive the navy, - 
Did'st thou chafe as one neglected, 
While thy brethren were respected ? 
To appease thee, see, I tear 
This full grasp of grizzled hair ; 
Oft thy breath hath through it sung, 
Softening to my magic tongue, — 
Now, 'tis thine to bid it fly 
Through the wild expanse of sky, 
'Mid the countless swarms to sail 
Of wild-fowl wheeling on thy gale ; 
Take thy portion and rejoice, — 
Spirit, thou hast heard my voice ! 



She who sits by haunted well. 
Is subject to the Nixies' spell ; 
She who walks on lonely beach. 
To the Mermaid's charmed ^eech ; 
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She who walks round ring of green, 
Offends the peevish Fairy Queen ; 
And she who takes rest in the Dwarfie's cave, 
A weary weird of woe shall have. 

By ring, by spring, by cave, by shore, 
^iinna Troil has braved all this and more ; 
And yet hath the root of her sorrow and ill 
A source that's more deep and more mystical 

still.— 
Thou art within a demon's hold, 
More wise than Heims, more strong than TroUd ; 
No siren sings so sweet as he, — 
No fay springs lighter on the lea ; 
No elfin power hath half the art 
To soothe, to move, to wring the heart, — 
Life-blood from the cheek to drain, 
Drench the eye, and dry the vein. 
Maiden, ere we further go. 
Dost thou note me, ay or no ? 



I mark thee, my mother, both word, look, and sign ; 
Speak on with thy riddle — to read it be mine. 



Mark me ! for the word I speak 

Shall bring the color to thy cheek. 

This leaden heart so light of cost. 

The symbol of a treasure lost, 

Thou shalt wear in hope and in peace, [cease, 

That the cause of your sickness and sorrow may 

When crimson foot meets crimson hand 

In the Martyr's Aisle, and in Orkney land. — 

Be patient, be patient ; for Patience hath power 

To ward us in danger, like mantle in shower ; 

A faixT gift you best may hold 

In a chain of fitiry gold ; — 
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The chain and the gift are each a true token, 
That not without warrant old Noma has spoken ; 
But thy nearest and dearest must never behold them, 
Till time shall accomplish the truths I have told 
them. 

Chap, xxviil. 



(IL)— BRYCE SNAILSFOOT'S ADVERTISEBIBNT. 

Poor sinners whom the snake deceives, 
Are fain to cover them with leaves. 
Zetland hath no leaves, 'tis true, 
Because that trees are none, or few ; 
But we have flax and taits of woo'. 
For linen cloth and wadmaal blue : 
And we have many of foreign knacks 
Of finer waft than woo* or mx. 
Ye gallanty Lambmas lads appear, 
And bring your Lambmas sisters here ; 
Bryce Snausfoot spares not cost nor care, 
To pleasure every gentle pair. 

C%ap. xxxiL 



(12.) — MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. II. 

'Tis not alone the scene — the man, Anselmo, 
The man finds syinpathies in these wild wastes, 
And roughly tumbling seas, which fairer views 
And smoother waves deny him. 

Ancient Drama. 

(2.) — CHAP. VII. 

She does no work by halves, yon raving ocean ; 
Engulphing those she strangles, her wild womb 
Affords the mariners whom she hath dealt on, 
Their death at once, and sepulchre. 

Q» JPToy. 
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(8.) — CHAP. IX. 

This is a gentle trader, and a prudent — 
He *s no Autolycus, to blear your eye, 
With quips of worldly gauds and gamesomeness ; 
But seasons all his glittering merchandise 
With wholesome doctrine suited to the use, 
As men sauce goose with sage and rosemary. 

CM Play. 

(4.) — CHAP. XI. 

All your ancient customs, 

And long-descended usages, I '11 change. 
Ye shall not eat, nor drink, nor speak, nor move, 
Think, look, or walk, as ye were wont to do ; 
Even your marriage-beds shall know mutatioti ; 
The bride shall have the stock,* the groom the wall: 
For all old practice will I turn and change, 
And call it reformation — marry, will I ! 

Tm Even that we 're at Odds. 

(6.) — CHAP. XIV. 

We 11 keep our customs — what is law itself, 
But old established custom ? What religjon, 
(I mean, with one half the men that use it,) 
Save the ^ood use and wont that carries them 
To worship how and where their fathers wor- 
shipped ? 
All things resolve in custom — we'll keep ours. 

Old Play. 

(6.) — CHAP. XXV. 

1 do love these ancient ruins 1 

We never tread upon them but we set 
Our foot upon some reverend history. 
And questionless, here in this open court, 
rWhich now lies naked to the injuries 
Of stormy weather,) some men he interred. 
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Loved the Church so well, and gave so largely to it, 
They thought it should have canopied their bones 
Till doomsday ; — but all things have their end — 
Churches and cities, which have diseases like to 

men, 
Must have like death which we have. 

Duchess of Malfy, 
- (7.) — CHAP. XXIX. 

See yonder woman, whom our swains revere, 
And dread in secret, while they take her counsel 
When sweetheart shall be kind, or when cross dame 

shall die ; 
Where lurks the thief who stole the silver tankard, 
And how the pestilent murrain may be cured ; — 
This sa^e adviser's nmd, stark mad, my friend ; 
Yet, in her madness, hath the art and cunning 
To wring fools' secrets from their inmost bosoms, 
And pay inquirers with the coin they gave her. 

Old Plaif. 

(8.) — CHAP. XXX. 

What ho, my jovial mates ! come on I we '11 frolic it. 
Like fairies fnsking in the merry moonshine, 
Seen by the curtal friar, who, from some christening, 
Or some blithe bridal, hies belated cell-ward — - 
He starts, and changes his bold bottle swagger 
To churchman's pace professional, — and, ransack- 
ing 
His treacherous memory for some holy hymn, 
Finds but the roundel of the midnight catch. 

CHdPUnf, 

(9.) — CHAP. xxxn. 

I strive like the vessel in the tide-way, 

Which, lacking favoring breeze, hath not the power 

To stem the powerful current — Even so, 

Resolving daily to forsake my vices. 

Habit, strong circumstance, renewed temptation, 
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Sweep me to sea again. — O heavenly breath, 
Fill thou my sails, and aid the feeble vessel, 
Which ne'er can reach the blessed port without 
theel 

' Tis Odds token Evens meet. 
(10.) — CHAP. XXXIII. 

Parental love, my friend, has power o'er wisdom, 
And is the charm, which, like the falconer's lure. 
Can bring from heaven the highest soaring spirits — 
So when famed Prosper doffed his magic robe, 
It was Miranda plucked it from his shoulders. 

Old Play. 
(11.) — CHAP. XXXI V. 

Hark to the insult loud, the bitter sneer, 
The fierce threat answering to the brutal jeer ; 
Oaths fly like pistol-shots, and vengeful words 
Clash with each other like conflicting swords. — 
The robber's quarrel by such sounds is shown. 
And true men have some chance to gain their own. 

Captivity^ a Poem, 
(12.) — CHAP. XXXVII. 

Over the mountains and under the waves. 
Over the fountains and under the graves, 
Over floods that are deepest. 

Which Neptune obey. 
O'er rocks that are steepest. 
Love will find out the way. 

Old Song. 1821. 



ON ETTRICK FOREST'S MOUNTAINS 
* DUN. 

On Ettrick Foresf s mountains dun, 
'Tis blithe to hear the q>ortsman'8 gun, 
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And seek the heath-frequentang brood 
Far through the noonday solitude ; 
By many a cairn and trenched mound, 
Where chiefs of yore sleep lone and sound, 
And springs where gray-haired shepherds tell, 
That still the fairies love to dwell. 

Along the silver streams of Tweed, 
'Tb blithe the mimic fly to lead, 
When to the hook the salmon springs. 
And the line whistles through tne rings ; 
The boiling eddy see him try, 
Then dashing from the current high. 
Till watchful eye and cautious hand 
Have led his wasted strength to land. 

'Tis blithe along the midnight tide, 
With stalwart arm the boat to guide ; 
On high the dazzling blaze to rear. 
And heedful plunge the barbed spear ; 
Rock, wood, and scaur, emerging bright, 
Fling on the stream their ruddy light, 
And from the bank our band appears 
Like Genii, armed with fiery spears. 

*Tis blithe at eve to tell the tale. 
How we succeed, and how we fail, 
Whether at Alwyn's * lordly meal. 
Or lowlier board of Ashestiel ; * 
While the gay tapers cheerly shine. 
Bickers the fire, and flows the wine — 
Days free from thought, and nights from care, 
My blessing on the Forest fair ! 

1822. 

1 Alwyn, the seat of Lord Someryille. 

s Ashestiel, the poet's residence at that time. 
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FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 

ExcHANTRESS, farewell, who so oft has decoyed me, 
At the close of the evening through woodlands to 
roam, 
Where the forester, lated, with wonder espied me 

Explore the wild scenes he was quitting for home. 
Farewell, and take with thee thy numbers wild 
speaking. 
The language alternate of rapture and woe : 
Oh I none but some lover, whose heart-strings are 
breaking, 
The pang that I feel at our parting can know. 

Each joy thou couldst double, and when there 
came sorrow, 
Or pale disappointment to darken my way. 
What voice was like thine, that could sing of to- 
morrow. 
Till forgot in the strain was the grief of to-day I 
But when friends drop around us in life's weary 
waning, 
The grief. Queen of Numbers, thou canst not as- 
suage ; 
Nor the gradual estrangement of those yet remain- 
ing, 
The languor of pain, and the chillness of age. 

'Twas thou that once taught me, in accents bewiul- 

To sing how a warrior lay stretched on the plain, 
And a maiden hung o'er him with aid unavaihng, 

And held to his nps the cold goblet in vain ; 
As vain thy enchantments, O Queen of wild Num- 
bers, 

To a bard when the reign of his fancv is o'er, 
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And the quick pulse of feeling in apathy clumbers — 
Farewell, then, Enchantress 1 I meet thee no 
more I 

1822. 



THE MAID OF ISLA. 

Air — " 2%< Maid of Isla.'^ 

WRITTEN FOR MR. GEORGE THOMSON'S 
SCOTTISH MELODIES. 

Oh, Maid of Isla, from the cliff 

That looks on troubled wave and sky, 
Dost thou not see yon little skiff 

Contend with ocean gallantly ? 
Now beating 'gainst the breeze and surge, 

And steeped her leeward deck in foam, 
Why does sne war unequal urge ? — 

Oh, Isla's maid, she seeks her home. 

Oh, Isla*s maid, yon sea-bird mark. 

Her white wing gleams through mist and spray, 
Against the storm-cloud, lowering dark, 

As to the rock she wheels away : — 
Where clouds are dark and billows rave, 

Why to the shelter should she come 
Of cliff, exposed to wind and wave ? — 

Oh, maid of Isla, 'tis her home I 

As breeze and tide to yonder skiff, 

Thou'rt adverse to the suit I bring, 
And cold as is yon wintry cliff. 

Where sea-birds close their wearied wing. 
Yet cold as rock, unkind as wave, 

Still, Isla's maid, to thee 1 come ; 
For in thy love, or in his grave. 

Must Allan Yourich find his home. 
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CARLE, NOW THE KING'S COME.* 

BEING NEW WORDS TO AN AULD SPRING. 

The news has flown frae mouth to mouth, 
The North for ance has banged the South ; 
The deil a Scotsman's die o' drouth, 

Carle, now the King's come ! 



Carle, now the King 's come ! 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 
Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

Auld England held him lang and fast ; 
And Ireland had a joyfu' cast ; 
But Scotland's turn has come at last — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

Auld Reekie, in her rokelay gray. 
Thought never to have seen the day ; 
He 's been a wearv time away — 

But, Carle, now the King's come I 

She 's skirling frae the Castle-hill ; 
The^Carline's voice is grown sae shrill. 
Ye '11 hear her at the Canon-mill — 

Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" Up, baimil" she cries, " baith grit and sma', 
And busk y& for the weapon-shaw I 
Stand by me, and we *11 bang them a' — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

1 This imitation of an old Jacobite ditty, waa written on the 
appearance, in the Frith of Forth, of the fleet which conveyed 
his Migesty King George the Fourth to Scotland, in August, 
1822 j atkd was published as a broadside. 
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" Come from Newbattle's ancient spires, 
Bauld Lothian, with your knights and squires, 
And match the mettle of your sires — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" You 're welcome hame, my Montagu ! 
Bring in your hand the young Buccleueh ; 
I 'm missing some that I may rue — 

Carle, now the King 's come ! * 

" Come, Haddington, the kind and gay. 
You *ve graced my causeway mony a day ; 
I 'U weep the cause if yOu should stay — 
Carle, now the King *s come ! * 

" Come, premier Duke,' and carry doun 
Frae yonder craig * his ancient croun ; 
It's had a lang sleep and a soun' — 

But, Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Come, Athole, from the hill and wood. 
Bring down your clansmen like a clud ; 
Come, Morton, show the Douglas' blood, — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Come, Tweeddale, true as sword to sheath ; 
Come, Hopetoun, feared on fields of death ; 
Come, Clerk,* and give your bugle breath ; 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

1 Lord Montagu, ancle and guardian to the young Duke of 
Bnocleuch, placed his Grace's residence of I)alkeith at hia Majes- 
ty ^s disposal daring his visit to Scotland. 4 

> Charles, the tenth Earl of Haddington, died in 1828. 

' The Dake of Hamilton, as Earl of Angus, carried the ancient 
royal crown of Scotland on horseback in King Qeorge's proces- 
sion, from Holyrood to the Castle. 

♦ The Castle. 

» Sir George Clerk of Pennycuik, Bart. The Baron of Penny- 
caik is bound by his tenure, whenever the King comes to £din<< 
burgh, to receive him at the Harestone (in wliich the standard of 
James lY. was erected when his army encamped on the Borough- 
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" Come, Wemyss, who modest merit aids ; 
Come, Rosebery, from Dalmeny shades ; 
Breadalbane, bring your belted plaids ; 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" Come, stately Niddrie, auld ami true, ^ 
Girt with the sword that Minden knew ; 
We have o'er few such lairds as you — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" King Arthur's grown a conmion crier, 
He 's heard in Fife and far Cantire, — 
* Fie, lads, behold my crest of fire ! ' 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Saint Abb roars out, * I see him pass. 
Between Tantallon and the Bass ! * 
Calton, get out your keeking-glass — 

Carle, now the King's come I " 

The Carline stopped ; and, sure I am, 
For very glee had ta'en a dwam. 
But Oman * helped her to a dram. — 
Cogie, now the King's come ! 

Cogie, now the King 's come ! 
Cogie, now the King 's come ! 
I'se be fou* and ye's be toom,' 
Cogie, now the King's come ! 



CARLE, NOW THE KINO'S GOME. 
PART SECOND. 

A Hawick gill of mountain dew, 
Heised up Auld Reekie's heart, I trow, 

nrair, I)efi»« his &tal expedition to England,) now built into the 
parie-wall at the end of Tipperlin Lone, near the Boroughmoir^ 
head ; and, standing thereon, to give three blasts on a horn. 
1 Mr, Qman,.laadlonl of the Waterloo Hotel. ^ ^ 
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It minded her of Waterloo — 

Carle, now the King's come I 

Again I heard her summons swell, 
For, sic a dirdum and a yell, 
It drowned Saint Giles's jo wing bell — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" My trusty Provost, tried and tight, 
Stand forward for the Good Town's right. 
There 's waur than you been made a knight — ^ 
Carle, now the King *s come ! 

" My reverend Clergy, look ye say 
The best of thanksgivings ye hae, 
And warstle for a sunny day — 

Carle, now the King's come ! 

" My Doctors, look that you agree, 
Cure a' the town without a fee ; 
My Lawyers, dinna pike a plea — 

Carle, now the King's come! 

" Come forth each sturdy Burgher's bairn, 
That dints on wood or clanks on aim. 
That fires the o'en, or winds the pirn — 
Carle, now the King's come! 

" Come forward with the Blanket Blue,* 
Your sires were loyal men and true, 

1 The Lord Provost had the agreeable surprise to hear hk health 
proposed, at the civic banquet given to George IV. in the Parlia- 
ment-House, as " Sir William Arbuthnot, Bart." 

s The Blue Blanket is the standard of the incorporated trades 
of Edinburgh, and is kept by their convenor. *' at whose appear* 
anee therewith," observes Maitland, " 'tis said, that not omy the 
artificers of Edinburgh are obliged to repair to it, but all the 
artificers or craftsmen within Scotland are bound to follow it. 
and fight under the convenor of Edinburgh as afiftreeaM." 
According to an old tradition, this standard was used iu ih» 
Holy Wars by a body of onuadlng dtisens of Edinbotgfa, anA- 
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As ScotlaDd*s foemen oft might rue — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Scots downa loup, and rin, and rave, 
We 're steady folks and something grave. 
We'll keep the causeway firm and brave — 
Carle, now the' King's come ! 

" Sir Thomas,* thunder from your rock,* 
nil Pentland dinnles wi' the shock. 
And lace wi' fire my snood o' smoke — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" Melville, bring on your bands of blue, 
A' Louden lads, baith stout and true. 
With Elcho, Hope, and Cockbum, too — • 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" And you, who on yon bluidy braes 
Compelled the vanquished Despot's praise, 
Rank out — rank out — my gallant Grays -<?- * 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

was the first that was planted on the walls of Jerusalem, when 
that city was stormed by the Christian army under the &mou8 
Godfrey. But the real history of it seems to be this:— James 
III., a prince who had virtuea which the rudo age in which he 
lived could not appreciate, having been detained for nine months 
In the Castle of Edinburgh by his factious nobles, was relieved 
by the citizens <^ Edinburgh, who asfiaulted the castle and took 
tt by surprise ; on which occasion James presented the citizens 
with tills banner, " with a power to display the same in defence 
of their king, country, and their own rights." — Note to this stanza 
in the " Account of the King's Visit,^^ etc. 8vo. 1822. 

I Sir Thomas Bradford, then commander of the forces in Soot- 
land. 

s Edinburgh Ca«tle. 

8 Lord Melville was colonel of the Mid-Lothian Yeoman Caval- 
ry: Sir John Hope of Penkie, Bart., Major; and Robert Cock- 
Imrn, Esq., and Lord Elcho, were captains in the same corps, to 
which Sir Walter Scott had formerly belonged. 

* The Scots Gia s, headed by their gallant colonel, General Sir 
Barnes Stewart of Coltuess, Bart., were on duty at Edinburgh 
Jwring the King's visit. Bonaparte's exclamation at Waterloo is 
irell known : *' Ces beaux chevaux gris, conime ils4ravaillent ! " 
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" Cock o* the North, my Huntly bra', 
Where are you with the Forty-twa ? * 
Ah ! wae's my heart that ye 're awa' — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" But yonder come my canty Celts, 
With durk and pistols at their belts. 
Thank God,*we Ve still some plaids and kilts - 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Lord, how the pibrochs groan and yell I 
Macdonnell's ^ ta'en the field himsell, 
Macleod comes branking o'er the fell — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Bend up your bow each Archer spark. 
For you 're to guard him light and dark ; 
Faith lads, for ance you 've hit the mark — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Young Errol,' take the sword of state, 
The sceptre, Panie-Morarchate;4 
Knight Mareschal,'^ see ye clear the gate — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Kind cummer, Leith, ye 've been mis-sot, 
But dinna be upon the fret — 
Ye 'se hae the handsel of him yet. 

Carle, now the King's come! 



> Marquis of Huntley, who siace becajne the last Bake of Oor* 
don, was colonel of the 42d Regiment, and died in 1836. 

s Colonel Ronaldson Macdonnell of Glengarry — who died in 
January, 1828. 

8 The Earl of Errol is hereditary Lord High-Constable of Scot- 
land. 

* In more correct Gaelic orthography, Banamhorar-Chat^ or 
the Great Lady, (literally Female Lord of the Chatu ;) the Celtic 
title of the Countess of Sutherland. 

* The author's friend and relation, the late Sir Alexander 
Keith, of Dunnottar and Rayelstone. 
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" My daughters, come with een sae blue, 
Your garlands weave, your blossoms strew ; 
He ne*er saw fairer ilowers than you — 
Carle, now the Bang's come ! 

" What shall we do for the propine 

We used to offer something fine, 
But ne'er a groat *s in pouch of mine — 
Carle, now the King's come I 

" Deil care — for that I'se never start. 
We '11 welcome him with Highland heart ; 
Whate'er we have he 's get a part — 
Carle, now the King 's come I 

" I '11 show him mason-work this day — 
Nane of your bricks of Babel clay, 
But towers shall stand till Time *s away — 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" I '11 show him wit, I *I1 show him lair. 
And gallant lads and lasses fair, 
And what wad kind heart wish for mair ? 
Carle, now the King 's come ! 

" Step out. Sir John,* of projects rife. 
Come win the thanks of an auld wife, 
And bring him health and length of life — 
Carle, now the King 's come I " 

1822. 

1 The right Honorable Sir John Sinclair, Bart., author of " The 
Code of Health and Longevity," etc., etc., — the well-known pa- 
tron and projector of national and patriotic plans and improve- 
ments innumerable, died 21st December, 1886, in his eighty- 
Mcoad yeaf . — Ed. 
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FROM THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. I. 

Now Scot and English are agreed, 

And Saunders hastes to cross the Tweed, 

Where, such the splendors that attend him, 

His very mother scarce had kenned him. 

His metamorphosis behold, 

From Glasgow frieze to cloth of ffold ; 

His back sword, with the iron-hilt, 

To rapier, fairly hatched and gilt ; 

Was ever seen a gallant braver ! 

His very bonnet 's grown a beaver. 

The Reformation. 
v2.) — CHAP. II. 

This, sir, is one among the Seignory, 

Has wealth at will, and will to use his wealth. 

And wit to increase it. Marry, his worst folly 

Lies in a thriftless sort of chanty, 

That goes a-gadding sometimes after objects 

Which wise men will not see when thrust upon them. 

The Old Chupk, 
(8.)— -CHAP. IV. 

Ay, sir, the clouted shoe hath ofttimes craft in 't, 
As says the rustic proverb, and your citizen, 
In *s grogram suit, gold chain, and well-blacked shoe^ 
Bears under his flat cap oftentimes a brain " ' 

Wiser than burns beneath the cap and feather. 
Or seethes within the statesman's velvet nightcap. 

Read the my Riddle, 
(4.) — CHAP. v. 

Wherefore come ye not to court ? 
Certain 't is the rarest sport : ^ , 
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There are silks and jewels glistening, 
Prattling fools and wise men listening, 
Bullies among brave men jiistling, 
Beggars amongst nobles bustling ; 
Low-breathed talkers, minion lispers, 
Cutting honest throats by whispers ; 
Wherefore come jq not to court ? 
Skelton swears 'tis glorious sport 

SkeUon SkeUonizeth, 
(5.) — CHAP. VI. 

O, I do know him ! *t is the mouldv lemon 
Which our court wits will wet their lips withal. 
When they would sauce their honied conversation 
With somewhat sharper flavor. — Marry, sir. 
That virtue *s wellnigh left him — all the juice 
That was so sharp and poignant, is squeezed out, 
While the poor nnd, although as sour as ever. 
Must season soon the draff* we give our grunters, 
For two-legged things are weary on 't. 

The Chamberlain — AComedy. 
(6.) — CHAP. VII. 

Thines needful we have thought on ; but the thing 
Of afl. most needful — that wfich Scripture terms, 
As if alone it merited regard. 
The one thing needful — that *s yet unconsidered. 

JTu Chamberlain. 
(7.) — CHAP. VIII. 

Ah ! mark the matron well — and laugh not, Harry, 
At her old steeple-hat and velvet guard — 
I *ve called her like the ear of Dionysius ; 
I mean that ear-formed vault built o'er the dungeon. 
To catch the groans and discontented murmurs 
Of his poor bondsmen. — Even so doth Martha 
Drink up, for her own purpose, all that passes. 
Or is supposed to pass, m this wide city — 
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She can retail it, too, if that her profit 
Shall call on her to do so ; and retail it 
For your advantage, so that you can make 
Your profit jump with hers. 

The Chnspinuf. 

(8.) — CHAP. X. 

Bid not thy fortune troll upon the wheels 
Of yonder dancing cubs of mottled bone ; 
And drown it not, like Egypt's royal harlot, 
Dissolving her rich pearl in the brimmed wine-cup. 
These are the arts, Lothario, which shrink acres 
Into brief yards, — bring sterling pounds to farthings, 
Credit to mfamy ; and the poor gull, 
Who might have lived an honored, easy life, 
To ruin, and an unregarded grave. 

The Changes. 

(9.) — CHAP. xn. 
■ This is the very barn-yard. 



Where muster daily the prime cocks o* the game, 
Ruflle their pinions, crow till they are hoarse, 
And spar about a barleycorn. Here, too, chickens, 
The callow, unfledged brood of forward folly, 
Learn first to rear the crest, and aim the spur, 
And tune their note like fiill-plumed Chanticleer. 

The Bear Garden. 
(10.) — CHAP. xin. 

Let the proud salmon gorge the feathered hook. 
Then strike, and then you have him. — He will 

wince ; 
Spin out your line that it shall whistle from yoa 
. Some twenty yards or so, yet you shall have him — 
Marry I you must have patience — the stout rock 
Which is his trust, hath edges something sharp ; 
And the deep pool hath ooze and sludge enough 
To mar your fishing — 'less you are more careftiL 
AUnonf or the Double Kmgt. 
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(11.) — CHAP. XVI. 

Give way — give way — I must and will have justice. 

And tell me not of privilege and place ; 

Where I am injured, there I *11 sue redress. 

Look to it every one who bars my access j 

I have a heart to feel the injury, 

A hand to right myself, and, by my honor, [me. 

That hand shall grasp what gray-beard Law denies 

The Chamberlain. 
' (12.) — CHAP. XVII. 

Come hither, young one — Mark me ! Thou art 

now 
'Mongst men o* the sword, that live by reputation 
More than by constant income — Single-suited 
They are, I grant you ; yet each single suit 
Maintains, on the rough guess, a thousand followers — 
And they be men, who, hazarding their all, 
Needful apparel, necessary income. 
And human body, and immortal soul. 
Do in the very deed but hazard nothing — 
So strictly is that all bopnd in reversion ; 
Clothes to the broker, income to the usurer, — 
And body to disease, and soul to the foul fiend ; 
Who laughs to see Soldadoes and fooladoes, 
Play better than himself his game on earth. 

The Mohoeks. 

(13.) — CHAP, xvill. 

Mother. What! dazzled by a flash of Cupid's 
mirror. 
With which the boy, as mortal urchins wont, 
■ Flings back the sunbeam in the eye of passengers — 
Then laughs to see them stumble ! 

Daughter. Mother! no — 
It was a lightning-flash which dazzled me. 
And never shall these eyes see true again. 

Beef and Puddings an old English Comedy. 
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(14.) — CHAP. XIX. 

Bv this good light, a wench of matchless metde I 
Tnis were a leaguer-lass to love a soldier, 
To bind his wounds, and kiss his bloody brow, 
And sing a roundel as she helped to arm him, 
Though the rough foeman's drums were beat so nigh, 
They seemed to bear the burden. 

(15.) — CHAP. XX. 

Credit me, friend, it hath been ever thus, 
Since the ark rested on Mount Ararat. 
False man hath sworn, and woman hath believed — 
Repented and reproached, and then believed once 
more. 

3%« New World, 
(16.) — CHAP. XXI. 

Rove not from pole to pole — the man lives here 
Whose razor's only equalled by his beer ; 
And where, in either sense, the cockney-put 
May, if he pleases, get confounded ciU, 

On the Sign of an Alehouse kept by a Barber* 
(17.) — CHAP. XXII. 

Chance will not do the work — Chance sends the 

breeze; 
But if the pilot slumber at the helm, 
The very wind that wafts us towards the port 
May dash us on the shelves. — The steersman's part 

is vigilance. 
Blow it or rough or smooth. 

Old Play, 

(18.) — CHAP. XXIV. 

This is the time — Heaven's maiden-sentinel 
Hath quitted her high watch — the lesser spangles 
Are paling one by one ; give me the ladder 
And the short lever — bid Anthony 
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Keep with his carabine the wicket-«^te ; 
A.nd do thou bare thy knife and follow me, 
i or we will in and do it — darkness like this 
Is dawning of our fortunes. 

Old Play. 

(19.) — CHAP. XXV. 

Death finds us 'mid our playthings — snatches us, 
Afe a cross nurse might do a wayward child, 
From all our toys and baubles. His rough call 
Unlooses all our favorite ties on earth ; 
And well if they are such as may be answered 
In yonder world, where all is judged of truly. 

Old Flay. 

(20.) — CHAP. XXVI. 

Give us good voyage, gentle stream »— we stun not 
Thy sober ear with sounds of revelry ; 
Wake not the slumbering echoes of thy banks 
With voice of flute and horn — we do but seek 
On the broad pathway of thy swelling bosom 
To glide in silent safety. 

The Double Bridcd. 
(21.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

Hiis way lie safety and a sure retreat ; 
Yonder lie danger, shame, and punishment 
Most welcome danger then — ifay, let me say, 
Though spoke with swelling heart — welcome e'en 

shame ; 
And welcome punishment — for, call me guilty, 
I do but pay the tax that's due to justice ; 
And call me guiltless, then that punislunent 
Is shame to those alone who do mflict it. 

Tke Tribunal* 
(22.) — CHAP. XXIX. 

How fares the man on whom good men would look 
With eyes where scorn and censure combated, 
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But that kind Christian love hath taught the lesaon — 
That they who merit most contempt ^d hate, 

Do most deserve our pity 

Old Play. 

(28.) — CHAP. XXXI. 

Marry, come up, sir, with your gentle blood ! 
Here *s a red stream beneath this coarse blue doublet, 
That warms the heart as kindly as if drawn 
From the far source of old Assyrian kings, 
Who first made mankind subject to their sway. 

OldPtaf, 
(24.) — CHAP. XXXV. 

We are not worse at once — the course of evil 
Be^ns so slowly, and from such slight source. 
An infant's hand might stem its breach with clay ; 
But let the stream get deeper, and philosophy — 
Ay, and reliffion too, — shall strive in vain 
To turn the headlong torrent 

Old Play. 1822. 



FROM PEVERIL OF THE PEAK. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. n. 

Why then, we will have bellowing of beeves, 
Broaching of barrels, brandishing of spigots ; 
Blood shSl flow freely, but it shall be gore 
Of herds and flocks, and venison and poultrv. 
Joined to the brave heartVblood of John-a-Bariey- 
cornl 

Old Kay. 
(2.) — CHAP. IV. 

No, sir, — I will not pledge — I 'm one of those 
Who think good wine needs neither bush nor pre- 
face 
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To make it welcome. If you doubt my word. 
Fill the quart-cup, and see if I will choke on 't. 

Old Play, 
(8.) — CHAP. VI. 

You shall have no worse prison than my chamber, 
Nor jailor than myself. 

I%« Oiptain. 
(4.) — CHAP. XVI. 

Ascasto. Can she not speak ? 

Oswald. If speech be only in accented sounds, 
Framed by the tongue and lips, the maiden 's dumb ; 
But if by quick and apprehensive look. 
By motion, sign, and glance, to give each meaning. 
Express as clothed in Tankage, be termed speech, 
She hath that wondrous mculty ; for her eyes. 
Like the bright stars of heaven, can hold discourse, 
Though it be mute and soundless. 

Old Play. 

(5.) — CHAP. xvn. 

This is a love meeting ? See the maiden mourns, 
And the sad suitor bends his looks on earth. 
There 's more hath passed between them that belongs 
To Love's sweet sorrows. 

Old Play. 

(6.) — CHAP. XIX. 

Now, hoist the anchor, mates — and let the sails 
Give their broad bosom to the buxom wind. 
Like lass that wooes a lover. 

Anonymous. 

(7.)— CHAP. XXII. 

He was a fellow in a peasant's garb ; 

Yet one could censure you a woodcock's carving. 

Like any courtier at the ordinary. 

TAtf Ordinary. 
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(8.) — CHAP. XXIV. 

We meet, as men see phantoms in a dream, 
Which glide and sigh, and sigh, and move their lips, 
But make no sound ; or, if they utter voice, 
'Tis but a low and undistinguished moaning. 
Which has nor word nor sense of uttered sound. 

The Chieftain, 
(9.) — CHAP. XXV. 

The course of human life is changeful still, 

As is the fickle wind and wandenng rill ; 

Or, like the light dance which the wild breeze 

weaves 
Amidst the faded race of fallen leaves ; 
Which now its breath bears down, now tosses high, 
Beats to the earth, or wafts to middle sky. 
Such, and so varied, the precarious plav 
Of fate with man, frail tenant of a day I 

Anonymous, 
(10.) — CHAP. XXVI. 

Necessity — thou best of peacemakers. 
As well as surest prompter of invention — 
Help us to composition ! 

Anonymous, 

(11.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

This is some creature of the elements 

Most like your sea-gull. He can wheel and whistle 
His screaming song, e*en when the storm is loudest — 
Take for his sheeted couch the restless foam 
Of the wild wave-crest — slumber in the calm, 
And dally with the storm. Yet 'tis a gull, 
An arrant gull, with all this. 

The Chieftain, 

(12.) —CHAP. XXXI. 

I fear the devil most when gown and cassock, 
Or, in the lack of them, old Calvin's cloak,* 
Conceals his cloven hoof. 
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(13.) — CHAP, xxxni. 

*Tis the black ban-dog of our jail — Pray look on 

him, 
But at a wary distance — rouse him not — 
He bays not till he worries. 

The Black Dog of NewgaU. 
(14.) — CHAP. XXXVIII. 

" Speak not of niceness, when there 's chance of 

wreck," 
The captain said, as ladies writhed their neck 
To see the dying dolphin flap the deck ; 
" K we go down, on us these gentry sup ; 
We dine upon them, if we haul them up. 
Wise men applaud us when we eat the eaters, 
As the devu laughs when keen folks cheat the 

cheaters." 

Thti Sea Voyage, 
(15.) — CHAP. XL. 

— Contentions fierce, 

Ardent, and dire, spring from no petty cause. 

Albion, 
(16.) — CHAP. XLni. 

He came amongst them like a new-raised spirit, 
To speak of dreadful judgments that impend, 
And of the wrath to come. 

2%« Reformer. 
(17.) — CHAP. XLIV. 

And some for safety took the dreadful leap ; 
Some for the voice of Heaven seemed calling on 

them; 
Some for advancement, or for lucre's sake — 
I leaped in frolic. 

7%e Bream, 
(18.) — CHAP. XLV. 

High feasting was there there — the gilded roo& 
Rung to the wassail-health — the dancerfs step 
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Sprung to the chord responsive — the gay gamester 
To fate's disposal flung his heap of gold, 
And laughed alike when it increased or lessened ; 
Such virtue hath court-air to teach us patience 
Which schoolmen preach in vain. 

Why come ye not to Churt f 
(19.) — CHAP. XLVI. 

Here stand I ti^ht and trim, 

Quick of eye, though little of limb ; 

He who denieth the word I have spoken, 

Betwixt him and me" shall lances be broken. 

Lay of the Little John de Samtre. 1823. 



FROM QUENTIN DURWARD. 

(1.)— SONG— COUNTY GUT. 

All ! County Guy, the hour is nigh, 

The sun has left the lea. 
The orange-flower perfumes the bower, 

The breeze is on the sea. 
The lark, his lay who trilled all day, 

Sits hushed his partner nigh ; 
Breeze, bird, and flower, confess the hour, 

But where is County Guy ? 

The village maid steals through the shade, 

Her shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings high-born Cavalier. 
The star of Love, all stars above, 

Kow reigns o'er earth and sky ; 
And high and low the influence know — 

But where is County Guy ? 
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(2.) — MOTTOES. 
(1.)— CHAP. XI. 

Painters show Cupid blind — Hath Hymen eyes ? 
Or is his" sight warped by those spectacles 
Which parents, guardians, and advisers lend him, 
That he may look through them on lands and man- 
sions, 
On iewels, ^Id, and all such rich donations, 
And see their value ten times magnified ? — 
Methinks 'twill brook a question. 

. I%e Miserie* of Enforced Marriage, 
(2.) — CHAP. XII. 

This is a lecturer so skilled in policy. 
That (no disparagement to Satan's cunning) 
He well might read a lesson to the devil, 
And teach the old seducer new temptations. 

• Old Play. 

(3.) — CHAP. XIV. 

I see thee yet, fair France — thou favored land 
Of art and nature — thou art still before me ; 
Thy sons, to whom iheir labor is a sport. 
So well thy grateful soil returns its tribute ; 
Thy sun burnt daughters, with their laughing eyes 
And glossy raven-locks. But, favored France, 
Thou hast had many a tale of woe to tell. 
In ancient times as now. 

Anoriymous. 
(4.) — CHAP. XV. 

He was a son of Egypt, as he told me. 

And one descended from those dread magicians. 

Who waged rash war, when Israel dwelt in Goshen, 

With Israel and her Prophet — matching rod 

With his the sons of Levi's — and encountering 

Jehovah's miracles with incantations. 

Till upon Egj'pt came the avenging Angel, 
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And those proud sages wept for their first-bom, 
As wept the unlettered peasant. 

Anonymous* 

(6.) — CHAP. XXIV. 

Rescue or none, Sir Knight, I am your captive ; 
Deal with me what your nobleness suggests — 
Thinking the chance of war may one day place you 
Where I must now be reckoned — i' the roll 
Of melancholy prisoners. 

Anonymous 

(6.) — CHAP. XXV. 

No human quality is so well wove 
In warp and woof, but there *s some flaw in it ; 
I Ve known a brave man fly a shepherd's cur, 
A wise man so demean him, drivelling idiocy 
Had well nigh been ashamed on 't. For your crafty, 
Your worldly-wise man, he, above the rest, 
Weaves his own snares so fine, he 's often caught in 
them. 

(HdRay. 

(7.) — CHAP. XXVL 

When Princes meet, astrologers may mark it 
An ominous conjunction, full of "boding. 
Like that of Mars with Saturn. 

Old Play. 

(8.) — CHAP. XXIX. 

Thy time is not yet out — the devil thou servest 
Has not as yet deserted thee. He aids 
The friends who drudge for him, as the blind man 
Was aided by the guide, who lent his shoulder 
O'er rough and smooth, until he reached the brink 
Of the fell precipice — then hurled him downwards. 

Old Play. 

(9.) — CHAP. XXX. 

Our counsels waver like the unsteady bark, 
That reels amid the strife of meeting currents. 

Old Play. 
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(10.) — CHAP. XXXI. 

Hold fast thy truth, young soldier. — Grentle maiden, 
Keep you your promise plight — leave age its 

subtleties, 
And gray-haired policy its maze of falsehood ; 
But be you candid as the morning sky, 
Ere the high sun sucks vapors up to stain it 

The TriaL 



FROM ST. RONAN'S WELL. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. II. — THB QUEST. 

Quis novus hie hospes ? 

Dido apud Virgilium. 

Ch'm-maid I — The Gremman in the front parlor ! 

Booties free Translation of the Eneid, 
(2.) — CHAP. in. 

There must be government in all society — 

Bees have their Queen, and stag herds have their 

leader ; 
Rome had her Consuls, Athens had her Archons, 
And we, sir, have our Managing Committee. 

The Album of St Ronam, 
(8.) — CHAP. X. 

Come, let me have thy counsel, for I need it ; 
Thou art of those, who better help their friends 
With sage advice, than usurers with gold, 
Or brawlers with their swords — I'll trust to thee, 
For I ask only from thee words, not deeds. 

7V Devil hath met his Match, 
(4.) — CHAP. XI. 

Nearest of blood should still be next in love ; 
And when I see these happy children playing, 
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While William gathers flowers for Ellen's ringlets, 
And Ellen dresses flies for William's angle, 
I scarce can think, that in advancing life. 
Coldness, unkindness, interest, or suspicion, 
Will e'er divide that unity so sacred, 
Which Nature bound at birth. 

Anonymous. 
(5)— -CHAP. XXIII. 

Oh ! you would be a vestal maid, I warrant, 

The bride of heaven — Come — we may shake 

your purpose : 
For here I bring in hand a jolly suitor 
Hath ta'en degrees in the seven sciences 
That ladies love best — he is young and noble, 
Handsome and valiant, gay and rich, and liberal. 

Tke Nun, 
(6.) — CHAP, xxxii. 

It comes — it wrings me in my parting hour, 
The long-hid crime — the well-disguised guilt. 
Bring me some holy priest to lay the spectre ! 

Old Play. 
(7.) — CHAP. XXXV. 

Sedet post equitem atra cttra 

Still though the headlong cavalier, . 
O'er rough and smooth, m wild career, 

Seems racing with the wind ; 
His sad companion — ghastly pale, 
And darksome as a widow's veil. 

Care — keeps her seat behind. 

Horace, 

(8.) — CHAP. XXXVIll. 

What sheeted ghost is wandering through the storm ? 
For never did a maid of middle earth 
Choose such a time or spot to vent her sorrows. 

(HdFtay. 
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(9.) — CHAP. XXXIX. 

Here come we to our close — for that which follows 
Is but the tale of dull unvaried misery. 
Steep craofs and headlong lins may court the pencil 
Like sudden haps, dark plots, and strange sZdven- 

tures; 
But who would paint the dull and foj^-wrapt moor, 
In its long tract of sterile desolation f 

Old Play. 1823. 



THE BANNATYNE CLUB.* 



Assist me, ye friends of Old Books and Old Wine, 
To sing in the praises of sage Bannatvne, 
Who left such a treasure of old Scottish lore 
As enables each age to print one volume more. 

One volume more, my friends, one volume 
more. 

We '11 ransack old Banny for one volume more. 

II. 

And first, Allan Ramsay was eager to glean * 
From Bannatyne*s Hortus his bright Evergreen ; 
Two light little volumes (intended for four) 
Still leave us the task to print one volume more. 
One volume more, etc. 



His ways were not ours, for he cared not a pin 
How much he left out, or how much he put in ; 
The truth of the reading he thought was a bore. 
So this accurate age caus for one volume more. 
One volume more, etc. 

1 Sir Walter Scott was the first President of the Club, and 
wrote these verses for the anniyersaiy dinner of March, 1823. 
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IV. 



Correct and sagacious, then came my Lord Hailes, 

And weighed every letter in critical scales, 

But left out some brief words, which the prudish 

abhor, 
And castrated Banny in one volume more. 

One volume more, my friends, one volume more; 
We *11 restore Banny's manhood in one volume 
more. 



John Pinkerton next, and I 'm truly concerned 
I can*t call that worthy so candid as learned ; 
He railed at the plaid and blasphemed the claymore, 
And set Scots by the ears in his one volume more. 
One volume more, my friends, one volume more, 
Celt and Goth shall be pleased with one vol- 
ume more. 

VL 

As bitter as gall, and as sharp as a razor, 

And feeding on herbs as a Nebuchadnezzar, 

His diet too acid, his temper too sour. 

Little Ritson came out with his two volumes more.^ 
But one volume, my friends, one volume more. 
We *11 dine on roast-beef and print one volume 
more. 

VII. 

The stout Gothic yeditur, next on the roll,* 

With his beard like a brush and as black as a coal ; 



1 In accordance with his own r^men, Mr. Bitson published a 
volume entitled " An Essay on Abstinence from Animal Food aa 
a Moral Duty. 1802." 

a James Sibbald, editor of Scottish Poetry, etc. " Th« 
Yeditur," was the name given him by the late Lord Eldin, then 
Mr. John Clerk, advocate. The description of him here is veiy 
accurate. ^ 
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And honest Greysteel ' that was true to the core, 
X«ent their hearts and their hands each to one vol- 
ume more. 
One volume more, etc. 

vni. 

Since by these single champions what wonders 

were done, 
What may not be achieved by our Thirty and One ? 
Law, Gospel, and Commerce, we count in our 

corps. 
And the Trsde and the Press join for one volume 

more. 
One volume more, etc. 



Ancient libels and contraband books, I assure ye, 
We *11 print as secure from Exchequer or Jury ; 
Then hear your Committee, and let them count o'er 
The Chiels they intend in their three volumes 
more, 
Three volumes more, etc. 

X. 

They'll produce you King Jamie, the sapient and 

Sext, 
And the Rob of Dumblane and her Bishops come 

next; 
One tome miscellaneous they 'U add to your store, 
Resolving next year to print four volumes more. 
Four volumes more, my friends, four volumes 

more; , 

Pay down your subscriptions for four volumes 
more. 

1 David Herd, editor of Songs and Historical Ballads, 2 toIs. 
He was called Orey steel by his intimates, from having been long 
in nnsuccessfiil quest of the romance of that name^^^Tp 
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This club was instituted in the jeAr 1822, for the pnbliofttlon or 
reprint of rare and curious works connected with the his- 
tory and antiquities of Scotland. It consisted, at first, of a Tery 
few members, — gradually extended to one hundred, at which 
number it tias now made a final pause. They assume the name 
ot the Bannatyne Club from George Bannatyne. of whom little is 
known l>eyond that prodigious effort which produced his present 
honors, and is, perhaps, one of the most singular instances of its 
kind which the literature of any country exhibits. His labors as 
an amanuensis were undertaken during the time of pestilence, 
in 1568. The dread of infection had induced him to retire into 
solitude, and under such circumstances he had the ener{(y to 
form and execute the plan of saving the literature of the whole 
nation ; and, undisturbed by the general mourning for the dead, 
and general fears of the living, to devote himself to the task of 
collecting and recording the triumphs of human genius in the 
poetry of his age and country ; — thus, amid the wreck of all 
that was mortal, employing himself in preserving the lays by 
which immortality is at once given to others, and obtained for 
the writer himself. He informs us of some of the numerous dif- 
ficulties he had to contend with in this self-imposed task. The 
volume containing his lal>or8, deposited in the Library of the 
Faculty of Advocates at Edinburgh, is no less than eight hundred 
pages in length, and very neatly and closely written, containing 
nearly all the ancient poetry of Scotland now known to exist. 

1828. 



TO J. G. LOCKHART, ESQ. 

ON THE COMPOSITION OP MAIDA*S EPITAPH. 

" Maidae Marmorea dermis sub imagine Blaida ! 
Ad januam domini sit tibi terra levis." 

See Life of Scott, vol. vU., pp. 275-281 

" Dear John, — I some time ago wrote to inform his 
Fat worship ofjaces, misprinted for dormis ; 
But that several Southrons assured me the januam 
Was a twitch to both ears of Ass Priscian's cranium. 
You, perhaps, may observe that one Lionel Berguer, 
In defence of our blunder appears a stout arguer ; 
But at length I have settled, I hope, all these 

clatters, 
"By&rowt in the papers, fine place foi^ such, matters, 

'^ '^ *^Dgtized by Google " 
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I haye, therefore, to make it for once my command, 

sir, 
That my gudeson shall leave the whole thing in my 

hand, sir, 
And by no means accomplish what James says yon 

threaten. 
Some banter in Blackwood to claim your dog- 
Latin. 
I have various reasons of weio^ht, on my word, sir, 
For pronouncing a step of this sort were absurd, 

sir. — 
Firstly, erudite sir, 't was against your advising 
J adopted the lines this monstrosi^' lies in ; 
For you modestly hinted my English translation 
Would become better for such a dignified station. 
Second — how, in God's name, would my bacon be 

saved, 
By not having writ what I clearly engraved ? 
On the contrary, I, on the whole, think it better 
To be whipped as a thief, than his lousy resetter. 
Thirdly — don't you perceive I don't care a boddle 
Although fifty false metres were flung at my noddle. 
For my back is as broad and as hard as Benlomon's, 
And I treat as I please both the Greeks and the 

Romans ; 
Whereas the said heathens might rather look serious. 
At a kick on their drum from the scribe of Valerius. 
And, fourthly and lastly — it is my good pleasure 
To remain the sole source of that murderous meas- 
ure. 
So stet pro ratione voluntas — be tractile. 
Invade not, I say, my own dear little dactyl ; 
If you do, you'll occasion a breach in our inter- 
course : 
To-morrow you will see me in town for the winter- 
course. 
But not at your door, at the usual hour, sit. 
My own pye-house daughter's good prog to devour, 
sir. 
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Ergo — peace ! — on your duty, your squeamyoiess 

throttle, 
And we'll soothe Priscian's spleen with a canny 

third bottle. 
A fig for all dactyls, a fig for all spondees, 
A fig for all dunces and dominie Grundys ; 
A £^ for dry thrapples, south, north, east, and west, 

sir, 
Speats and raxes ^ ere five for a famishing guest, sir ; 
And as Fatsman * and I have some topics for haver, 

he'll 
Be invited, I hope, to meet me and Dame Peveril, 
Upon whom, to say nothing of Oury and Anne, 

you a 
Dog shall be deemed if you fasten your Janucu 

1824. 



LINES,* 

ADDRESSED TO MONSIEUR ALEXANDRE, THE 
CELEBRATED VENTRILOQUIST. 

Of yore, in old England, it was not thought good 
To carry two visages under one hood : 

1 There is an excellent gtory (but too long for quotation) in the 
Memoire of the Somervillex (vol. i. p. 240) about an old Lord of 
that fiuniiy, who, when he wished preparations to be made for 
high feasting at his Oastle of Cowthally, used to send on a billet 
' inscribed with this laconic phrase, ^^SpeaUs and raxes^" i. e- tgiils 
and ranges. Upon one occasion. Lady Somerville (being newly 
married, and not yet skilled in her husband's hieroglyphics) read 
the mandate as spears and jacks ^ and sent forth 200 armed horse* 
men, whose appearance on the moors greatly alarmed Lord Som- 
erviUe and his e^est, who happened to be no less a person than 
King James III. 

« Fatsman was one of Mr. James Ballantyne's many aliaaes. 
Another (to which Constable mostly adhered) was Mr. *' Ba^et- 
fill -' — an allusion to the celebrated printer Baskervllle. 

» " When Monsieur Alexandre, the celebrated Tentriloqui^t, was 
in Scotland, in 1824, he paid a visit to Abbotsford, where he en- 
tertained his distinguished host and the other visitors, with his 
unriTalled imitations. Next morning, when he was about to de- 
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What should folk say to you ? who have faces such 

plenty, 
That from under one hood, you last night showed 

us twenty ! 
Stand forth, arch deceiver, and tell us in truth, 
Are you handsome or ugly, in age or in youth V 
Man, woman, or child — a dog or a mouse ? 
Or are you, at once, each live thing in the house ? 
Each live thing, did I ask ? — each dead implement, 

too, 
A work-shop in your person, — saw, chisel, and 

screw I 
Above all, are you one individual ? I know 
You must be at least Alexandre and Ca 
But I think you're a troop — an assemblage — a 

mob. 
And that I, as Sheriff, should take up the job ; 
And instead of rehearsing your wonders in verse. 
Must read you the Riot- Act, and bid you disperse. 

Abbots/ord, 2»d April, 1824.1 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE DRAMA FOUNDED ON " ST. RONAN'S WELL." 

After the play, the following hamoroos address, (ascribed to an 
eminent literary character,) was spoken with infinite effect by 
Mr. Mackay in the character of Meg Dodds." —EdinburghWeekly 
Journal, 9th June, 1824. 

Enter TiHegg Dodds, encircled by a crowd of unruly boys, whom 
a town^s-officer is driving off. 



part, Sir Walter felt a good deal embarrassed as to the sort of 
acknowledgment he should offer; but at length, resolving that 
it would probably be most agreeable to the young foreigner to 
be paid in professional coin, if in any, he stepped aside for a few 
minutes, and, on returning, presented him with this epigram. 
The reader need hardly be reminded that Sir Walter Scott held 
the office of Sheriff of the county of Selkirk." — Scotch News- 
paper jlSaO. 

I The lines with this date, appeared in the Edinburgh Annual 
of 1824. r- T 
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That's right, friend — drive the gadtlings back, 
And lend yon muckle ane a whack ; 
Your Embro' bairns are grown a pack, 

Sae proud and saucy, 
They scarce will let an auld wife walk 

Upon your causey. 

Fve seen the day they would have been scaured, 
Wi' the Tolbooth, or wi' the Guard, 
Or maybe wud hae some regard 

For Jamie Laing — * 
The Water-hole ■ was right weel wared 

On sic a gang. 

But whar 's the gude Tolbooth • gane now V 
Whar's the old Claught,* wi* red and blue ? 
Whar's Jamie Laing? and whar's John Doo?* 

And whar *8 the Weigh-house ? " • 
Deil hae't I see but what is new, 

Except the Playhouse 1 

Yoursells are changed frae head to heel. 
There *s some that gar the causeway reel 
What clashing hufe and rattlmg wheel, 

And horses canterin', 
Wha's fathers daundered hame as weel 

Wi* lass and lantern. 

1 James Laing was one of the Depnte-Clerks of the city of 
Edinbargh, and in his official connection with the Police and 
Council-Chamber, his name was a constant terror to eTil-doers. 
He died in February, 1806. 

s The Watch-hole. 

8 The Tolbooth of Edinbui^h, The Heart of Mid-Lothian, was 
pulled down in 1817. 

* The ancient Town-Guard. The reduced remnant of this 
body of police was finally disbanded in 1817. 

(> John Doo, or Dhu — a terrific-looking and high-spirited mem- 
ber of the Town-Guard, and of whom there is a print by Kay, 
etched in 1784. 

The Weigh-House, situated at the head of the West Boir, 
Lawn-market, and which had long been looked upon as an 
incumbrance to the street, was demolished in order to make way 
for the royal procession to the Castle, which took place on the 
22dof August, 1822. ^ t 
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Mysell being in the public line, 

I look for howfs I kenned lang sjiie, 

Whar gentles used to drink gude wine, 

And eat cheap dinners ; 
But deil a soul gangs there to dine, 

of saints or sinners I 

Fortune's^ and Hunter's* gane, alas! 
And Bayle's * is lost in empty space ; 
And now if folk would splice a brace, 

Or crack a bottle. 
They gang to a new-fangled place 

They ca* a Hottle. 

The deevil hottle them for Meg ! 
They are sae greedy and sae g^eg. 
That if ye *re served but wi* an egg, 

(And that's puir pickin',) 
In comes a chiel and makes a leg, 

And charges chicken ! 

" And wha may ye be," gin ve speer, 

" That brings your auld-warld clavers here ? ** 

Troth, if there *8 onybody near 

That kens the roads, 
I *11 hand ye Burgundy to beer, 

He kens Meg Dodds. 



1 Fortune^s Tavern — a house on the west side of the Old Stamp 
Office Close, High Street, and which was, in the early part of the 
last century, the mansion of the Earl of Eglintoun. — The Lor4 
High Commissioner to the General Assembly of the day held hii 
leTees and dinners in this taTcrn. 

> Hunter's — another once much-frequented tavern, in Writer's 
Court, Royal Exchange. 

* Bayle's Tavern and Coffeehouse, originally on the North 
Bridge, east side, afterwards in Shakspeare Square, but removed 
to admit of the opening of Waterloo Place. Such was the digni- 
fied character of this house, that the waiter always appeared iri 
foil dress, and nobody was admitted who had not a white neck- 
cloth — then considered an indispensable insignium of a gentle- 
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I came a piece frae west o' Currie ; 
And, since I see you 're in a hurry, 
Your patience I *ll nae langer worry, 

But be sae crouse 
As speak a word for ane Will Murray,* 

That keeps this house. 

Plays are auld-fashioned things, in truth, 
And yeVe seen wonders mair uncouth; 
Yet actors shouldna suffer drouth. 

Or want of dramock, 
Although they speak but wi' their mouth, 

Not with their stamock. 

But ye tak care of a' folk's pantry ; 

And surely to hae stooden sentry 

Ower this big house, (that's far frae rent-free,) 

For a lone sister. 
Is claims as gude 's to be a ventri — 

How 'st ca'd — loquister. 

Weel, sirs, gude'en, and have a care 
The bairns mak fun o' Meg nae mair ; 
For gin they do, she tells you fair. 

And without falzie. 
As sure as ever ye sit there. 

She'll tell the Bailie. 

182i. 

EPILOGUE.' 

The sages — for authority, pray look 
Seneca's morals, or the copy-book — 

1 BCr. WilHam Murray became manager of the Bdinborgh Th** 
atre in 1815. 

> '* I recovered the above with some difficulty. I beUere It iraa 
never spoken, but written for some play, afterwards withdrawn, 
in which Mrs. H. Siddons was to have spoken it in the character 
of Queen Mary." — Extract from a letter of Sir Walter Seott to 
Mr. CdnstabUf22d October, IS^. 
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The sages, to disparage woman's power, 

Say, beauty is a fair, but fading nower ; — 

I cannot tell — I've small philosophy — 

Yet, if it fades, it does not surely die, 

But, like the violet, when decayed in bloom. 

Survives through many a year in rich perfume. 

Witness our theme to-night, two ages ^one, 

A third wanes fast, since Mary filled the throne, ' 

Brief was her bloom, with scarce one sunny day, 

'Twixt Pinkie's field and fatal Fotheringay : 

But when, while Scottish hearts and blood you boast. 

Shall sympathy with Mary's woes be lost? 

O'er Mary's mem'ry the learned quarrel. 

By Mary's grave the poet plants his laurel. 

Time's echo, old tradition, makes her name 

The constant burden of his faltering theme ; 

In each old hall his gray-haired heralds tell 

Of Mary's picture, and of Mary's cell. 

And show — my fingers tingle at the thought — 

The loads of tapestry which that poor Queen wrought 

In vain did fate bestow a double dower 

Of ev'ry ill that waits on rank and power, 

Of ev'ry ill on beauty that attends — 

False ministers, false lovers, and false friends. 

Spite of three wedlocks so completely curst, 

TTiey rose in ill from bad to worse, and worst, 

In spite of errors — I dare not say more. 

For Duncan Targe lays hand on his claymore. 

In spite of all, however, humors vary. 

There is a talisman in that word Mary, 

That unto Scottish bosoms all and some 

Is found the genuine open sesamum ! 

In history, ballad, poetry, or novel. 

It charms alike the castle and the hovel. 

Even you — forgive me — who, demure and shy, 

Grorge not each bait, nor stir at every fly. 

Must rise to this, else in her ancient reign 

The Rose of Scotland has survived in vain. 

1824. 
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FROM REDGAUNTLET. 



" It \ras but three nights ago. that, worn out by the uni- 
formity of my confinement, I had manifested more symptoms of 
dfspondence than I had before exhibited, which I conceire may 
hsive attracted the attention of the domestics, through whom 
tlie circumstance might transpire. On the next morning, the 
following lines lay on my table ; but how conveyed there, I can- 
not tell. The hand in which they are written is a beautiful 
Italian manuscript." — Darsie Latimer'' s Journal^ Chap. x. 

As lords their laborers* hire delay, 

Fate quits our toil with hopes to come, 
Which, if far short of present pay. 

Still owns a debt and names a sum. 
Quit not the pledge, frail sufferer, then, 

Although a distant date be given; 
Despair is treason towards man, 

And blasphemy to Heaven. 

1824. 



FROM THE BETROTHED. 

(1.) — SONG — SOLDIER, WAKE. 



Soldier, wake — the day is peeping, 
Honor ne*er was won in sleeping, 
Never when the sunbeams still 
Lay un reflected on the hill: 
*Tis when they are glinted back 
From axe and armor, spear and jack, 
That they promise future story 
Many a page of deathless glory. 
Shields that are the foeman's terror, 
Ever are the morning's mirror. 
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Ann and up, the morning beam 
Hath called the rustic to his team, 
Hath called the falconer to the lake, 
Hath called the huntsman to the brake ; 
The early student ponders o*er 
His dusty tomes of ancient lore. 
Soldier, wake — thy harvest, fame ; 
Thjr study, conquest ; war, thy game. 
Shield, that would be foeman's terror. 
Still should gleam the morning's mirror. 



Poor hire repays the rustic pain ; 
More paltry still the sportsman's gain ; 
Vainest of all the student's theme 
Ends in some metaphysic dream : 
Yet each is up, and each has toiled 
Since first the peep of dawn has smiled ; 
And each is eagerer in his aim 
Than he who barters life for fame. 
Up, up, and arm thee, son of terror ! 
Be thy bright shield the morning's mirror. 

Chaj). xix. 



(2.) — SONG— THE TRUTH OF WOMAN. 



Woman's faith, and woman's trust — 
Write the characters in dust ; 
Stamp them on the running stream, 
Print them on the moon's pale beam, 
And each evanescent letter 
Shall be clearer, firmer, better. 
And more permanent, I ween. 
Than the things those letters mean. 
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I have strained the spider's thread 

'Gainst the promise of a maid ; 

I have weighed a grain of sand 

'Gainst her plight of heart and hand ; 

I told my true love of the token, 

How her faith proved light, and her word was 

broken : 
Again her word and truth she plight, 
And I believed them again ere night 

Chap. XX. 



(8.) __ SONG — I ASKED OP MY HARP. 

" The miastrel took from hii< side a rote^ and striking, 

fh)m time to time, a Welsh descant, sung at others a laj, of 
which we can offer only a few fragments, literally translated from 
the ancient language in which they were chanted, premising that 
they are in that excursiTe, symbolical style of poetry, which Ta- 
liessin. Llewarch, Hen, and other bards, had derived perhaps 
from the time of the Druids.'' 

I asked of my harp, " Who hath injured thy chords ? " 
And she replied, *' The crooked finger, which I 

mocked in my tune." 
A blade of silver may be bended — a blade of steel 

abideth — 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

The sweet taste of mead passeth from the lips, 

But they are long corroded by the juice of worm- 
wood; 

The lamb is brought to the shambles, but the wolf 
rangeth the mountain ; 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

I asked the red-hot iron, when it glimmered on the 
anvil, 

"Wherefore slowest thou longer than the fire- 
brand?" 
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'* I was bom in the dark mine, and the brand in 

the pleasant greenwood." 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

I asked the green oak of the assembly, wherefore 

its boughs were dry and seared like the 

horns of the stag ; 
And it showed me that a small worm had gnawed 

its roots. 
The boy who remembered the s(!Ourge, undid the 

wicket of the castle at midnight. 
Kindness tadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

Lightning destroyeth temples, though their spires 

pierce the clouds ; 
Storms destroy armadas, though their sails intercept 

the gale. 
He that is in his glory falleth, and that by a con* 

temptible enemy. 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

Chap.xx^ 

(4.)- MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. II. 

In Madoc's tent the clarion sounds, 
With rapid clangor hurried far ; 

Each hill and dale the note rebounds, 
But when return the sons of war ! 

Thou, bom of stem Necessity, 

Dull Peace ! the valley yields to thee. 
And owns thy melancholy sway. 

Welsh Poem. 
(2.) — CHAP. vn. 

O, sadly shines the morning sun 

On leaguered castle wall. 
When bastion, tower, and battlement. 

Seem nodding to their fall. 

C^ BaUad, 
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(8.) — CHAP. XII. 

Now all ye ladies of fair Scotland, 

And ladies of £ngland that happy would prove, 
Marry never for houses, nor marry for land, 

Nor marry for nothing but only love. 

Family Quarrels. 
(4.) — CHAP. XIII. 

Too much rest is rust, 

There *s ever cheer in changing ; 

We tyne by too much trust, 
So we '11 be up and ranging. 

Old Song. 
(5.) — CHAP. XVII. 

Ring out the merry bells, the bride approaches. 
The blush upon her cheek has shamed the mormng, 
For that is dawning palely. Grant, good saints, 
These clouds betoken nought of evil omen ! 

(6.) — CHAP. XXVII. 

JtUia. Gentle sir, 

You are our captive — but we *11 use you so. 
That you shall think your prison joys may match 
Whate*er your liberty hath known of pleasure. 
Roderick. No, fairest, we have trifled here too 
long; 
And, lingering to see your roses blossom, 
I've let my laurels wither. 

Old Play. 1826. 
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FROM THE TALISMAN. 

(1.) — AHMMAN. 

" So saying, the Saracen proceeded to chant rersea, very 

ancient in the language and structure, which some hare thought 
derive their source from the worship of Arimanes, the Evil Prin- 
ciple." 

Dark Ahriman, whom Irak still 
Holds origin of woe and ill ! 

When, bending at thy shrine, 
We view the world with troubled eye, 
Where see we, 'neath the extended sky, 

An empire matching thine ! 

If the Benigner Power can yield 
A fountain m the desert field. 

Where weary pilgrims drink ; 
Thine are the waves that lash the rock, 
Thine the tornado's deadly shock, 

Where countless navies sink ! 

Or if he bid the soil dispense 
Balsams to cheer the sinking sense, 

How few can they deliver 
From lingering pains, or pang intense. 
Red Fever, spotted Pestilence, 

The arrows of thy quiver ! 

Chief in Man's bosom sits thy sway. 
And frequent, while in words we pray 

Before another throne. 
Whatever of specious form be there. 
The secret meaning of the prayer 

Is, Ahrlraan, thine own. 
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Say, hast thou feelins;, sense, and form, 
Thunder thy voice, thy garments storm, 

As Eastern Magi say ; 
With sentient soul of hate and wrath. 
And wings to sweep thy deadly path. 

And fangs to tear thy prey ? 

Or art thou mixed in Nature's source, 
An ever-operating force, 

Converting good to ill; 
An evil principle innate. 
Contending with our better fate. 

And oh r victorious still ? 

Howe'er it be, dispute is vain. 

On all without thou hold'st thy reign. 

Nor less on all within ; 
Each mortal passion's fierce career. 
Love, hate, ambition, joy, and fear. 

Thou goadest into sm. 

Whene'er a sunny gleam appears, 
To brighten up our vale of tears. 

Thou art not distant far ; 
'Mid such brief solace of our lives, 
Thou whett'st our very banquet-knives 

To tools of death and war. 

Thus, from the moment of our birth. 
Long as we linger on the earth. 

Thou rul'st the fate of men ; 
Thine are the pangs of life's last hour. 
And — who dare answer ? — is thy power. 

Dark Spirit ! ended Then ? 



d by Google 



FKOM THE TALISMAN. 389 



(2.)— SONG OF BLOND£L.-~TH£ BLOODY VEST. 

" The song of Blondel was, of course, in the Norman language, 
bat the yeraes which follow express its meaning and its manner." 

'T was near the fair city of Benevent, 
When the sun was setting on bough and bent, 
And knights were preparing in bower and tent, 
On the eve of the baptist's tournament ; 
When in Lincoln green a stripling gent, 
Well seeming a page by a pnncess sent. 
Wandered the camp, and, still as he went. 
Enquired for the Englishman, Thomas a Kent 

Far hath he fared, and further must fare, 
Till he finds his pavilion nor stately nor rare, — 
Little save iron and steel was there ; 
And, as lacking the coin to pay armorer's care, 
With his sinewy arms to the shoulders bare. 
The good knight with hammer and file did repair 
The mail that to-morrow must see him wear, 
For the honor of Saint John and his lady fair. 

** Thus speaks my lady," the page said he. 

And the knight bent lowly both head and knee, 

" She is Benevent's Princess so high in degree, 

And thou art as lowly as knight may welll)e — 

He that would climb so lofty a tree. 

Or spring such a gulf as divides her from thee, 

Must dare some high deed, by which all men may 

see 
His ambition is backed by his high chivalrie. 

" Therefore thus speaks my lady," the fair page he 

said. 
And the knight lowly louted with hand and with 

head, 
** Fling aside the good armor in which thou art clad, 
And don thou this weed of her night-gear instead, 

Digitized by^OOS(^ 



390 MI6CELLANEOU6 PIECES. 

For a hauberk of steel, a kirde of thread ; 
And charge, thus attired, in the tournament dread, 
And fight, as thou wont, where most blood is shed, 
And bring honor away, or remain with the dead.*^ 

Untroubled in his look, and untroubled in his 
breast. 

The knight the weed hath taken, and reverently 
hath kissed : [blest ! 

"Now blessed be the moment, the messenger be 

Much honored do 1 hold me in my lady's high be- 
hest ; 

And say unto my lady, in this dear night-weed 
dressed, 

To the best armed champion I will not veil my crest ; 

But if I live and bear me well, 'tis her turn to take 
the test" 

Here, gentles, ends the foremost fytte of the Lay of 
the Bloody Vest 



THE BLOODY VEST. 
FYTTE SECOND. 

The Baptist's fair morrow beheld gallant feats — 
There was winning of honor, and losing of seats — 
There was hewing with falchions, and splintering 

of staves. 
The victors won glory, the vanquished won graves. 
O, many a knight there fought bravely and well, 
Yet one was accounted his peers to excel. 
And 't was he whose sole armor on body and breast. 
Seemed the weed of a damsel when boune for her 

rest 

There were some dealt him wounds that were 

bloody and sore. 
But others respected his plight and foirbore. 
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" It is some oath of honor," they said, " and I trow, 
'Twere unknightly to slay him achieving his vow." 
Then the Prince, for his sake, bade the tournament 

cease, 
He flung down his warder, the trumpets sung peace ; 
And the judges declare, and competitors yield. 
That the Knight of the Night-gear was first in the 

field. 

The feast it was nigh, and the mass it was nigher. 
When before the fair Princess low louted a squire, 
And delivered a garment unseemly to view. 
With sword-cut and spear-thrust, all hacked and 

pierced through ; 
All rent and all tattered, all clotted with blood. 
With foam of the horses, with dust, and with mud. 
Not the point of that lady*s small finder, I ween, 
Could have rested on spot was unsullied and clean. 

" This token my master. Sir Thomas a Kent, 

Restores to the Princess of fair Bene vent ; 

He that climbs the tall tree has won right to the 

fruit. 
He that leaps the wide gulf should prevail in his 

suit ; 
Through life's utmost peril the prize I have won. 
And now must the faith of my mistress be shown ; 
For she who prompts knights on such danger to 

run, 
Must avouch his true service in front of the sun. 

"-*I restore/ says my master, *the garment IVe 

worn. 
And I claim of the Princess to don it in turn ; 
For its stains and its rents she should prize it the 

more. 
Since by shame 'tis unsullied, though crimsoned 

with gore.' " 
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Then deep* blushed the Princess — yet kissed she 

ana pressed 
The blood-spotted robes to her lips and her breast. 
" Gro tell my true knight, church and chamber shall 

show, 
If I value the blood on this garment or no." 

And when it was time for the nobles to pass, 

In solemn procession to minster and mass, 

The first walked the Princess in purple and pall, « 

But the blood-besmeared night-robe she ( wore over 

all; 
And eke, in the hall, where they all sat at dine, 
When she knelt to her father and proffered the wine, 
Over all her rich robes and state jewels, she wore 
That wimple unseemly bedabbled with gore. 

Then lords whispered ladies, as well you may think, 
And ladies replied, with nod, titter, and wink ; 
And the Prince, who in anger and shame had 

looked down, [frown : 

Turned at length to his daughter, and spoke with a 
" Now since thou hast published thy folly and guilt. 
E'en atone with thy hand for the blood thou hast 

spilt ; 
Yet sore for your boldness you both will repent, 
When you wander as exiles from fair Benevent** 

Then out spoke stout Thomas, in hall where he 

stood. 
Exhausted and feeble, but dauntless of mood ; 
" The blood that I lost for this daughter of thine, 
I poured forth as freely as flask gives its wine : 
And if for my sake she brooks penance and blame, 
Do not doubt I will save her from suffering and 

shame ; 
And light will she reck of thy princedom and rent. 
When I hail her, in England, the Countess of Kent** 

^ OtajL. xxvi. 
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(8.)— MOTTOES. 



(1.) — CHAP. IX. 

This is the Prince of Leeches ; fever, pls^e. 
Cold rheum, and hot podagra, do but look on him, 
And quit their grasp upon the tortured sinews. 

Anonymous. 

(2.) — CHAP. XI. 

One thing is certain in our Northern land, 
Allow that birth, or valor, wealth, or wit, 
Give each precedence to their possessor, 
Envy, that follows on such eminence. 
As comes the lyme-hound on the roebuck's trace, 
Shall pull them down each one. 

Sir David lAndsajf. 

(3.) — CHAP. xin. 

You talk of Gaiety and Innocence ! 
The moment when the fatal fruit was eaten, 
They parted ne'er to meet again ; and Malice 
. Has ever since been playmate to light Gaiety, 
From the first moment when the smiling infant 
Destroys the flower or butterfly he toys with. 
To the last chuckle of the dying miser. 
Who on his deathbed laughs his last to hear 
His wealthy neighbor has become a bankrupt 

Old Play. 

(4.) — CHAP. XVI. 

'Tis not her sense — for sure, in that 
There 's nothing more than common ; 

And all her wit is only chat, 
Like any other woman. 

Song* 

(5.) — CHAP. XVII. 

Were every hair upon his head a life, 
And every life were to be supplicated 
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Bv numbers equal to those haira quadrupled, 
Life after life should out like waning stars 
Before the daybreak — or as festive lamps, 
Which have lent lustre to the midnight revel, 
Each after each are quenched when guests depart I 

Old Flay. 
(6.) — CHAP. XIX. 

Must we then sheathe our still victorious sword ; 
Turn back our forward step, which ever trode 
O'er foemen's necks the onward path of glory : 
Unclasp the mail, which, with a solemn vow, 
In Goa*s own house we hun^ upon our shoulders ; 
That vow, as unaccomplished as the promise 
Which village nurses make to still their children. 
And after think no more of? 

The Crusade y a Tragedy. 
(7.) — CHAP. XX. 

When beauty leads the lion in her toils, 
Such are her charms he dare not raise his mane. 
Far less expand the terror of his fangs. 
So great Alcides made his club a distaff. 
And spun to please fail' Omphal^. 

Anonymous. 

(8.) — CHAP. xxin. 

'Mid these wild scenes Enchantment waves her hand, 
To change the face of the mysterious land ; 
Till the bewildering scenes around us seem 
The vain productions of a feverish dream. 

Astolpho, a Romance. 

(9.)— -CHAP. XXIV. 

A grain of dust 

Soiling our cup, will make our sense reject 
Fastidiously the draught which we did thirst for ; 
A rusted nail, placed near the faithiul compass. 
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Will sway it from the truth, and wreck the argosy. 
Even this small cause of anger and disgust 
Will break the bonds of amity 'mongst princes, 
And wreck their noblest purposes. 

The Crusade, 
(10.) — CHAP. XXVI. 

The tears I shed must ever fall ! 

I weep not for an absent swain, 
For time may happier hours recall, 

And parted lovers meet again. 

I weep not for the silent dead, 

Their pains are past, their sorrows o*er, 

And those that loved their steps must tread, 
When death shall join to part no more. 

But worse than absence, worse than death, 
She wept her lover's sullied fame, 

And fired with all the pride of birth. 
She wepf a soldier's mjured name. 

Ballad, 



LIFE OF NAPOLEON. 

While Scott was engaged in writing the Life of Napoleon, Mr. 
Lockhart says,— ^' The^rapid accumulation of books and MSS. was 
at once flattering and^ alarming ; and one of his notes to me, 
about the middle of June, had these rhymes by way of i>ost- 
script : — 

When with Poetry dealing, 
Room enough in a shieling : 
Neither cabm nor hovel 
Too small for a novel : 
Though my back I should rub 
On Diogenes' tub. 
How my fancy could prance 
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Id a dance of romance ! 
But my house I must swap 
With some Brobdignag chap, 
Ere I grapple, Grod bless me I with Emperor Nap.* 
Ufe^ Tol. Tii. p. 891. Jane, 1826. 



FROM WOODSTOCK. 

(1.) — AN HOUR WITH THEE. 

An hour with thee ! — When earliest day 
Dapples with gold the eastern gray, 
Oh, what can frame my mind to bear 
The toil and turmoil, cark and care, 
New griefs, which coming hours unfold, 
And sad remembrance of the old ? 

One hour with thee. 
« 
One hour with thee ! — When burning June 
Waves his red flag at pitch of noon ; 
What shall repay the faithful swain, 
His labor on the sultry plain ; 
And more than cave or sheltering bough. 
Cool feverish blood, and throbbing brow ? — 

One hour with thee. 

One hour with thee ! — when sun is set, 
O, what can teach me to foi^et 
The thankless labors of the day ; 
The hopes, the wishes flung away ; 
The increasing wants, and lessening gains, 
The master's pride, who scorns my pains ? — 
One hour with thee. 

Chap. xxTi. 
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(2.) — MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. 11. 

Come forth, old man — Thv daughter's side 

Is now the fitting place tor thee : 
When Time has quelled the oak*s bold pride, 

The youthful tendril yet may hide 
The ruins of the parent tree. 

(2.) — CHAP. III. 

Now, ye wild blades, that make loose inns your 

stage, 
To vapor forth the acts o£ this sad age. 
Stout Edgehill fight, the Newberries and the West, 
And northern clashes, where you still fought best ; 
Your strange escapes, your dangers void of fear, 
When bullets flew between the nead and ear. 
Whether you fought by Danune or the Spirit, 
Of you I speak. 

Legend of Ckiptain Jones, 

(8.) — CHAP. IV. 

- Yon path of greensward 



Winds round by sparry grot and gay pavilion ; 
There is no flint to gau thy tender foot. 
There 's ready shelter from each breeze, or shower. — 
But Duty gmdes not that way — see her stand. 
With wand entwined with amaranth, near yon 

cUffs. 
Oft where she leads thy blood must mark thy foot- 
steps. 
Oft where she leads thy head must bear the storm, 
And thy shrunk form endure heat, cold, and hunger; 
But she will guide thee up to noble heights. 
Which he who gains seems native of the sky. 
While earthly things lie stretched beneath his feet. 
Diminished, shrunk, and valueless 

An^fftnMts. 
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(4.) — CHAP. V. 

My tongue pads slowly under this new language, 
And starts and stumbles at these uncouth phrases. 
They may be great in worth and weight, but hang 
Upon the native glibness of my language 
Like SauPs plate-armor on the shepherd boy, 
Encumbering and not arming him. 

(5.) — CHAP. X. 

- Here we have one head 



Upon two bodies — your two-headed bullock 

Is but an ass to such a prodigy. 

These two have but one meaning, thought, and 

counsel ; 
And when the single noddle has spoke out, 
The four legs scrape assent to it 

Old Ptay. 
(6.) — CHAP. XIV. 

- Deeds are done on earth, 



Which have their punishment ere the earth closes 

Upon the perpetrators. Be it the working 

Of the remorse-stirred fancy, or the vision, 

Distinct and real, of unearthly being, 

All ages witness, that beside the couch 

Of the fell homicide oft stalks the ghost 

Of him he slew, and shows the shaidowy wound. 

OldPtay. 
(7.) — CHAP. xvn. 
We do that in our zeal. 
Our calmer moments are afraid to answer. 

Anonymous. 
(8.) — CHAP. XXIV. 

The deadliest snakes are those which, twined 

'monffst flowers, 
Blend their bright coloring with the varied blossoms, 
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Their fierce eyes glittering like the spangled dew- 
drop; 
In all so lite what nature has most harmless, 
That sportive innocence, which dreads no danger, 
Is poisoned unawares. 

Old Play. 1826. 



LINES TO SIR CUTHBERT SHARP. 

" Sir Cuthbert Sharp^ who had been particularly kind and at- 
tentive to Scott when at Sunderland, happened, in writing to him 
on some matter of business, to say he hoped he had not forgot- 
ten his friends in that quarter. Sir Walter's answer to Sir Cuth- 
bert (who had been introduced to him by his old and dear friend, 
Mr. Surtees of Mainsforth) begins thus : — 

Forget thee ! No ! my worthy fere ! 
Forget bhthe mirth and gallant cheer ! 
Death sooner stretch me on my bier ! 

Forget thee ? No. 

Forget the universal shout* 

When "canny Sunderland" spoke out — 

A truth which knaves affect to doubt — 

Forget thee ? No. 

Forget you ? No — though now-a-day 
I Ve heard your knowing people say, 
Disown the debt you cannot pay. 
You '11 find it far the thriftiest way — 

But I ? — O no. 

Forget your kindness found for all room, 

In what, though large, seemed still a small 

room, 
Forget my Surtees in a ball-room — 

Forget you ? No. 

1 An allusion to the enthusiastic reception of the Duke of 
WelliBgton at Sunderland. — Ed. ^ i 
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Forget your sjjrightly dump^-diddles, 
And beauty tripping to the nddles, 
Forget my lovely friends the LiddeUs — 

Forget you ? No. 

" So mach for oblivion, my dear Sir C. ; and now, haTing 
dismounted from my Pegasus, wtio is rather spayined, I charge 
a-foot, like an old dragoon as i am," etc. — Liji of Scott, toI. ix. 
P- 165- 1828. 



FROM CHRONICLES OF THE CANON- 
GATE. 

MOTTOES. 

(lO—THE TWO DROVERS. 
CHAP. n. 

WerA ever such two loving fiiends I — 

How could they disagree ? 
O thus it was he loved nim dear. 

And thought how to requite him, 
And having no friend left but he, 

He did resolve to fight him. 

Dulmgion Duke. 

(2.)— AIT AUNT MARGARET'S MIRROR. 

There are times 
When Fancy plays her gambols, in despite 
Even of our watchful senses, when in sooth 
Substance seems shadow, shadow substance seems, 
When the broad, palpable, and marked partition, 
'T wixt that which is and is not, seems dissolved. 
As if the mental eye gained power to gaze 
Beyond the limits of the existing world 
Such hours of shadowy dreams I better love 
Than sJl the gross realities of life. 

Anonftnous. 1827. 
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FROM THE FAIR MAID OF PERTH. 



(1.) — THE LAY OF POOR LOUISE. 

Ah, poor Louise I the livelong day 
She roams from cot to castle gay ; 
And still her voice and viol say, 
Ah, maids, beware the woodland way. 

Think on Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise I The sun was high, 
It smirched her cheek, it dimmed her eye, 
The woodland walk was cool and nigh. 
Where birds with chiming streamlets vie 
To cheer Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise ! The savage bear 
Made ne'er that lovely grove his lair,^ 
The wolves molest not paths so fair — 
But better far had such been there 

For poor Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise I In woody wold 
She met a huntsman £dr and bold ; 
His baldric was of silk and gold. 
And many a witching tale he told 

To poor Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise I Small cause to pine 
Hadst thou for treasures of the nune ; 
For peace of mind, that gift divine. 
And spotless innocence, were thine, 

Ah, poor Louise I 
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Ah, poor Louise ! Thy treasure *s reft ! 
I know not if by force or theft, 
Or part by violence, part by gift ; 
But misery is all that's left 

To poor Louise. 

Let poor Louise some succor have ! 
She will not long your bounty crave, ' 
Or tire the gay with warning stave — 
For Heaven has grace, and earth a grave. — 
Poor, poor Cruise. 

Chap.ig. 



(2.)— DEATH CHANT. 

^' Ere he goessed where he was going, the leeeh was hurried 

Into the bouse of the late Oliver Proudftite, from which he beard 
the chant of the women, as they swathed and dressed the corpse 
of the omquhile Bonnei-maker, for the ceremony of next mom- 
ing ; of which chant tlie following verses may be xeoeived ai • 
modern imitation : — 

1. 

Viewless Essence, thin and bare, 

Wellnigh melted into air ; 

Still with fondness hovering near 

The earthly form thou once didst wear ; 



Pause upon thy pinion's flight, 
Be thy course to left or right ; 
Be thou doomed to soar or sink, 
Pause upon the awftd brink. 

8. 

To aven^ the deed expelling 
Thee untimely from thy^ dweUing, 
Mystic force thou shalt retain 
O'er the blood and o'er tiie bram. 
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When the form thou shalt espy 
That darkened on thy closing eye ; 
When the footstep thou shalt hear, 
That thrilled upon thy dying ear ; 



Then strance sympathies shall wake, 
The flesh shall thnll, the nerves shall quake ; 
The wounds renew their clottered flood, 
And every drop cry blood for blood. 

Chap. xxii. 



(8.)— BONO OF THE GLffiS-MAIDEN. 

" She sang a melancholy dirge in Norman French ; the wcntto, 
of which the following is an imitation, were united to a tune 
as dolefol as they are themselTes." 

1. 

Yes, thou mayst sigh, 
And look once more at all around. 
At stream and bank, and sky and ground. 
Thy life its final course has found, 

And thou must die. 

2. 

Yes, lay thee down, 
And while thy struggling pulses flutter. 
Bid the gray monk Ms soul-mass mutter, 
And the deep bell its death-tone utter — 

Thy life b gone. 

3. 

Be not afraid. 
'Tis but a pang, and then a thrill, 
A fever fit, and then a chill j^^^^^^Q^ogj^ 
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And tben an end of human ill, 
For thou art dead. 

Chap. xxz. 



(4.) — MOTTOES. 
(1. ) — INTRODUCTORY. 

The ashes here of murdered Kings 
Beneath my footsteps sleep ; > 

And yonder fies the scene of death, 
Where Mary learned to weep. 

Captain Marjaribanks. 
(2.) — CHAP. I. 

" Behold the Tiber I ** the vain Roman cried, 
Viewing the ample Tay from Baiglie's side ; 
But where *s the Scot that would the vaunt repay, 
And hail the puny Tiber for the Tay ? 

AnonffmoHs, 

(8.) — CHAP. XI. 

Fair is the damsel, passing fair — 
Sunny at distance gleams her smile ! 

Approach — the cloud of woeful care 
Hangs trembling in her eye the while. 

Lueinda^ a Ballad. 
(4.) — CHAP. XV. 

O for a draught of power to steep 
The soul of agony in sleep I 

Bertha, 

(6.) — CHAP. XXIU. 

Lo ! where he lies embalmed in gore. 

His wound to Heaven cries ; 
The floodgates of his blood implore 

For vengeance from the skies. 

Uranus and Psyck^ ^ 1828. 
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THE DEATH OF KEELDAR. 

Percy or Perciral Rede of Trochend, in Redesdale, Northum- 
beriand, is celebrated in tradition as a huntsman and a soldier. 
He was, upon two occasions, singularly unfortunate ; once, when 
an arrow, which he had discharged at a deer, killed his celebrated 
dog Keeldar ; and again, when being on a hunting party he was 
betrayed into the tuinds of a clan called Crossar, by whom he 
was murdered. Mr. Cooper's painting of the first of these inci- 
dents, suggested the following stanzas. 

Up rose the sun, o'er moor and mead ; 
Up with the sun rose Percy Rede ; 
Brave Keeldar, from his couples freed, 

Careered along the lea ; 
The Palfrey sprung with sprightly bound, 
As if to match the gamesome hound ; 
His horn the gallant huntsman wound : 

They were a jovial three I 

Man, hound, or horse, of higher fame. 
To wake the wild deer never came, 
Since Alnwick's Earl pursued the game, 

On Cheviot's rueful day ; 
Keeldar was matchless in his speed, 
Than Tarras, ne'er was stauncher steed, 
A peerless archer,^ Percy Rede : 

And right dear friends were they. 

The chase engrossed their joys and woes, 
Together at the dawn they rose, 
Together shared the noon's repose, 

By fountain or by stream ; 
And oft, when evening skies were red, 
The heather was their conmion bed. 
Where each, as wildering fancy led, 

Still hunted in his oream. 

Now is the thrilling moment near, 
Of sylvan hope and sylvan fear. 
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Yon tbickot holds the harbored deer, 
The signs the hunters know ; — 

With eyes of flame, and quivering ears. 

The brake sagacious Keeldar nears ; 

The restless palfrey paws and rears ; 
The archer strings his bow. 

The game *s afoot ! — Halloo ! Halloo ! 
Hunter, and horse, and hound pursue ; — 
But woe the shaft that erring flew — 

That e'er it left the string ! 
And ill betide the faithless yew ! 
The stag bounds scatheless o'er the dew, 
And gallant Keeldar*s life-blood true 

Has drenched the gray-goose wing. 

The noble hound — he dies, he dies. 
Death, death has glazed his fixed eyes, 
Stiff" on the bloody heath he lies. 

Without a groan or quiver. 
Now day may break and bugle sound, 
• And whoop and hollow ring around. 
And o*er his couch the stag may bound, 

But Keeldar sleeps forever. 

Dilated nostrils, staring eyes, 

Mark the poor palfrey's mute surprise, 

He knows not that his comrade dies, 

Nor what is death — but still 
His aspect hath expression drear 
Of grief and wonder, mixed with fear, 
Like startled children when they hear 

Some mystic tale of ilL 

But he that bent the fatal bow. 
Can well the sum of evil know. 
And o'er his favorite, bending low, 
In speechless grief recline ; 
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Can think he hears the senseless clay, 
In unreproachful accents say, 
" The hand that took my life away, 
Dear master, was it thine ? 

'^ And if it be, the shaiX be blessed. 
Which sure some erring aim addressed. 
Since in your service prized, caressed, 

I in your service die ; 
And you may have a fleeter hound. 
To match the dun-deer's merry bound. 
But by your couch will ne'er be found 

So true a guard as I." 

And to his last stout Percy rued 
The fatal chance, for when he stood 
'Gainst fearful odds in deadly feud, 

And fell amid the fray, 
E'en with his dying voice he cried, 
" Had Keeldar but been at my side. 
Your treacherous ambush had been spied — 

I had not died to-day I " 

Remembrance of the ening bow 

Long since had joined the tides which flow, 

Conveying human bliss and woe 

Down dark oblivion's river ; 
But Art can Time's stern doom arrest. 
And snatch his spoil from Lethe's breast. 
And, in her Cooper's colors drest. 

The scene shall live for ever. 

1828. 
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FROM ANNE OF GEIERSTEIN. 

(1.) — THE SECRET TRIBUNAL. 

"Philipson could perceive that the lights proceeded 

from many torches, home hy men mufQed in black cloaks, like 
mourners at a funeral, or the Black Friars of Saint Francis's Or- 
der, wearing their cowls drawn oyer their heads, so as to conceal 
their features. They appeared anxiously engaged in measuring 
off a portion of the apartment ; and while occupied in that em- 
ployment, they sung, in the ancient German language, ihymeB 
more rude than Philipson could well understand, but which may 
be imitated thus:" — 

Measurers of good and evil, ■ 
Bring the square, the line, the level, — 
Rear the altar, dig the trench, 
Blood both stone and ditch shall drench. 
Cubits six, from end to end, 
Must the fatal bench extend, — 
Cubits six, from side to side. 
Judge and culprit must divide. 
On the east the Court assembles, 
On the west the Accused trembles — 
Answer, brethren, all and one, 
Is the ritual rightly done ? 

On life and soul, on blood and bone, 
One for all, and all for one. 
We warrant this is rightly done. 

How wears the night ? — doth morning shine 
In early radiance on the Rhine V 
What music floats upon hb tide ? 
Do birds the tardy morning chide ? 
Brethren, look out from hill and height. 
And answer true, how wears the night ? 
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The night is old; on Rhine's broad breast 
Glance dwwsy stars which long to rest ; 

No beams are twinkling in the east 
There is a voice upon the flood, 
The stem still calf of blood for blood ; 

*T is time we listen the behest. 
Up, then, up ! when day *s at rest, 

*T is time that such as we are watchers ; 
Rise to judgment, brethren, rise ! 
Vengeance knows not sleepy eyes, 

He and night are matchers. 

Chap. XX. 



MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. ni. 

Cursed be the gold and silver, which persuade 
Weak man to follow far fatiguing trade. 
The lily, peace, outshines the silver store. 
And life is dearer than the golden ore. 
Yet money tempts us o'er the desert brown, 
To every distant mart and wealthy town. 

. SiassaHf or the CameUdrivtr. 
(2.) — CHAP. V. 

1 was one 

Who loved the greenwood bank and lowing herd, 
The russet prize, the lowly peasant's life. 
Seasoned with sweet content, more than the halls 
Where revellers feast to fever-height. Believe me, 
There ne'er was poison mixed in maple bowl. 

Anonymous, 

(8.) — CHAP. VI. 

When we two meet, we meet like rushing torrents ; 
Like warring winds, like flames from various points, 
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That mate each other's fury — there is nought 
Of elemental strife, were fiends to guide it, 
Can match the wrath of man. 

Freiuutd, 
(4.) — CHAP. X. 

We know not when we sleep nor when we wake. 
Visions distinct and perfect cross our eye, 
Which to the slumberer seem realities ; 
And while they waked, some men have seen such 

sights 
As set at naught the evidence of sense. 
And left them well persuaded they were dreaming. 

Anonymous. 

(6.) — CHAP. XI. 

These be the adept's doctrines — every element 
Is peopled with its separate race of spirits. 
The airy Sylphs on tne blue ether float ; 
Deep in the earthy cavern skulks the Gnome ; 
The sea-green Naiad skims the ocean-billow, 
And the fierce fire is yet a friendly home 
To its peculiar sprite — the Salamander. 

Anonymout. 

(6.) — CHAP. xvin. 

Upon the Rhine, upon the Rhine they cluster, 

The grapes of jmce divine, 
Which make the soldier's jovial courage muster, 

O blessed be the Rhine ! 

Drinking Song.t 

(7.) — CHAP. XXII. 

Tell me not of it — I could ne'er abide 
The mummery of all that ^rced civility. 

1 This la one of the beet and most popular of the 
ditties : — 

" Am Rhein, am Rhein, da wachseu unsere Reben, 
Oesegaet sei der Rhein,' > etc. 
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" Pray, scat yourself, my lord." With cringing hams 
The speech is spoken, and with bended knee. 
Heard by the smiling courtier. — " Before you, sir? 
It must be on the earth then." Hang it all I 
The pride which cloaks itself in such poor fashion 
Is scarcely fit to swell a beggar's bosom. 

Old Play. 
(8.) — CHAP. XXVIU. 

A mirthfiil man he was — the snows of age 
Fell, but they did not chill him. Gaiety, 
Even in life's closing, touched his teeming brain 
With such wild visions as the setting sun 
Raises in front of some hoar glacier, 
Painting the bleak ice with a thousand hues. 

Old Play. 

(9.) — CHAP, XXX. 

Ay, this is he who wears the wreath of bays 

W ove by Apollo and the Sisters Nine, 

Which Jove's dread lightning scathes not He hath 

doft 
The cumbrous hehn of steel, and flung aside 
The yet more galling diadem of gold ; 
While, with aTeafy circlet round his brows, 
He reigns the King of Lovers and of Poets. 

(10.) — CHAP. XXXL 

- Want you a man 



Experienced in the world and its affairs ? 
Here he is for your purpose. — He 's a monk. 
He hath forsworn the world and all its work — 
The rather that he knows it passing well, 
'Special the worst of it, for he 's a monk. 

Old Play. 
(11.) — CHAP. XXXIII. 

Toll, toll the beU I 
Greatness is o'er, 
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The heart has broke, 

To ache no more ; 
An unsubstantial pageant all — 
Drop o'er the scene the funeral pall. 

Old Poem, 

(12.) — CHAP. XXXV. 

Here *8 a weapon now, 

Shall shake a conquering general in his tent, 
A monarch on his throne, or reach a prelate, 
However holy be his offices, 
E*en while he serves the altar. 

out Play. 



THE FORAY. 

SET TO MUSIC BY JOHN WHITEFIELD, MUS. DOC. CAM. 

The last of our steers on the board has been spread, 
And the last flask of wine in our goblet is red ; 
Up ! up, my brave kinsmen ! belt swords and 

begone. 
There are dangers to dare, and there 's spoil to be 

won. 

The eyes, that so lately mixed glances with ours, 
For a space must be dim, as they gaze from the 

towers, 
And strive to distinguish through tempest and gloom, 
The prance of the steed and the toss of the pume. 

The rain is descending ; the wind rises loud ; 

And the moon her red beacon has veiled with a 

cloud ; 
*Tis the better, my mates ! for the warder's dull eye 
Shall in confidence slumber, nor dream we are nigh. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



INSCRIPTION. * 413 

Our steeds are impatient ! I bear my blithe Gray ! 
There is life in his hoof-clang, and hope in his 

neigh ; 
Like the flash of a meteor, the glance of his mane 
Shall marshal your march through the darkness 

and rain. 

The drawbridge has dropped, the bugle has blown ; 

One pledge is to quaff yet — then mount and be- 
gone I — 

To their honor and peace, that shall rest with the 
slain; 

To their health and their glee, that see Teviot 
again 1 
^ 1830. 



INSCRIPTION 

FOR THE MONUMENT OP THE REV. GEORGE SCOTT. 

To youth, to age, alike, this tablet pale 
Tells the brief moral of its tragic tale. 
Art thou a parent ? Reverence this bier, 
The parents' fondest hopes lie buried here. 
Art thou a youth, prepared on life to start. 
With opening talents and a generous heart. 
Fair hopes and flattering prospects all thine own ? 
Lo ! here their end — a monumental stone. 
But let submission tame each sorrowing thought, 
Heaven crowned its champion ere me fight was 
fought. 

^ 1880. 
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LINES ON FORTUNE. 

" By the adrice of Dr. Ebeneier Cl&rkBon, Sir Walter consulted 
a skilful mechanist, by name Fortune^ about a contriyance for 
the support of the lame limb, which had of late giren him much 
pain, as well as inconyenience. Mr. Fortune produced a clever 
piece of handiworlc, and Sir Walter felt at first great relief from 
the use of it: inasmuch that his spirits rose to quite the old 
pitch, and his letter to me upon the occasion overflows with 
merry applications of sund]^ maxims and verses about Fortune. 
" ForUs Fortuna adjuvai " — he says — " never more sing I ! " 

Fortune, my Foe, why dost thou frown on me ? 
And will my Fortune never better be ? 
Wilt thou, I say, for ever breed my pain ? 
And wilt thou ne*er return my joys again ? * 

Fortune, my friend, how well thou favorest me ! 

A kinder Fortune man did never see I 

Thou propp'st my tiugh, thou ridd'st my knee of 

pain, 
I'll walk, I'll mount — 111 be a man again. — 
Ufe^ vol. z. p. 88. 1881. 



FROM COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.)— CHAP. n. 

Othus* This superb successor 

Of the earth's mistress, as thou vainly speakest, 

1 '' I believe this is the only verse of the old song (often alluded 
to by Shakspeare and his contemporaries) that has as vet been 
recovered. ' ' — Lockhart^ Life. 
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Stands 'midst these ages as, on the wide ocean, 
The last spared fragment of a spacious land, 
That in some grand and awful ministration 
Of miffhty nature had engulfed been, 
Doth uft aloft its dark and rocky cliffs 
O'er the wild waste around, and sadly frowns 
In lonely majesty. 

Constantme PaUologiUj Scent I. 

(2.) — CHAP. m. 

Here, youth, thy foot unbrace. 

Here, youth, thy brow unbraid, 
Each tribute that may grace 

The threshold here be paid. 
Walk with the stealthy pace 

Which Nature teaches deer, 
When, echoing in the chase. 

The hunter's horn they hear. 

The Ckmrt, 

(8.) — CHAP. V. 

The storm increases — 'tis no sunny shower. 
Fostered in the moist breast of March or April, 
Or such as parched Simmier cools his lip with ; 
Heaven's windows are flung wide; the inmost deeps 
Call in hoarse greeting one upon another ; 
On comes the nood in all its foaming horrors, 
And where 's the dike shall stop it ! 

I%e Deluge^ a Poem. See LifSy toI. z. p. 87. 

(4.) — CHAP. VI. 

Vain man I thou mayst esteem thy love as fair 

As fond hyperboles suffice to raise. 

She may be all that's matchless in her pei*son, 

And all-divine in soul to match her body ; 

But take this from me — thou shalt never call her 

Superior to her sex, while one survives. 

And I am her true votary. 

Old Bay. 
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(6.) — CHAP. vin. 

Through the vain webs which puzzle sophists* skill, 
Plain sense and honest meaning work their way ; 

So sink the varying clouds upon the hill, 
When the clear dawning brightens into day. " 

Dr. Watts, 

(6.) T- CHAP. nc. 

Between the foaming jaws of the white torrent, 
The skilful artist draws a sudden mound ; 
By level long he subdivides their strength, 
Stealing the waters from their rocky bed, 
First to diminish what he means to conquer ; 
Then, for the residue he forms a road. 
Easy to keep, and painful to desert. 
And guiding to the end the planner aimed at 

TheEnginwr* 

(7.)— CHAP. X. 

These were wild times — the antipodes of ours : 
Ladies were there, who oftener saw themselves 
In the broad lustre of a fbeman's shield 
Than in a mirror, and who rather sought 
To match themselves in battle, than in dalliance 
To meet a lover's onset — But though Nature 
Was outraged thus, she was not overcome. 

Feudal Time$, 

(8.) — CHAP. XI. 

Without a ruin, broken, tangled, cumbrous, 
Within it was a little paradise. 
Where Taste had made her dwelling. — Statuary, 
First-born of human art, moulded her images, 
And bade men mark and worship. 

Anonyrrunu. 

V 9.) — CHAP. xu. 

The parties met The wily, wordy Greek, 
Weighing each word, and canvassmg each syllable; 
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Evading, arguing, equivocating, 
And the stern Frank came witu his two-hand sword, 
Watching to see which way the balance sways, 
That he may throw it in, and turn the scales. 

Palestine, 
(10.) — CHAP. XVI. 

Strange ape of man, who loathes thee while he 

scorns thee ; 
Half a reproach to us and half a jest 
What fancies can be ours ere we have pleasure 
In viewing our own form, our pride and passions, 
Beflected m a shape grotesque as thine ! 

Anonymoui, 

(11.) — CHAP. XVII. 

*Ti* strange that, in the dark sulphureous mine, 
Where wild ambition piles its ripening stores 
Of slumbering thunder. Love will interpose 
His tiny torch, and cause the stern explosion 
To burst, when the deviser's least aware. 

Anonymous, 

(12.) — CHAP. XXIV. 

All is prepared — the chambers of the mine 

Are crammed with the combustible, which, harmless 

While yet unkindled, as the sable sand, 

Needs but a spark to change its nature so, 

That he who wakes it from its slumbrous mood. 

Dreads scarce the explosion less than he who knows 

That 'tis his towers which meet its fury. 

Anonymous, 

(18.) — OHAP. XXV. 

Heaven knows its time ; the bullet has its billet, 
Arrow and javelin each its destined purpose ; 
The fated beasts of Nature's lower strain 
Have each their separate task. 
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Old Flay. .1881. 
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FROM CASTLE DANGEROUS. 

MOTTOES. 
(1.) — CHAP. V. 

A TALE of sorrow, for your eyes may weep ; 
A tale of horror, for your flesh may tingle ; 
A tale of wonder, for the eyebrows arch. 
And the flesh curdles if you read it rightly. 

Old Play. 
(2.) — CHAP. XI. 

Where is he ? Has the deep earth swallowed him ? 
Or hath he melted like some airy phantom ^ 
That shuns the approach of morn and the young sun ? 
Or hath he wrapt him in Cimmerian darkness, 
And passed beyond the circuit of the sight 
With things of the night's shadows V 

Anonymous, 

(3.)— -CHAP. XIV. 

The way is long, my children, long and rough — 
The moors are dreary, and the w(X)ds are dark ; 
But he that creeps from cradle on to grave. 
Unskilled save in the velvet course of fortune. 
Hath missed the discipline of our noble hearts. 

Old Flay. 
(4.) — CHAP. XVIII. 

His talk was of another world — his bodements 
Strange, doubtful, and mysterious; those who heard 

him 
Listened as to a man in feverish dreams. 
Who speaks of other objects than the present, 
And mutters like to him who sees a vision. 

Old Play. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THOMAS THE RHTMBB. 419 

'(5.) — CHAP. XX. 

Cry the wild war-note, let the Champions pass, 

Do bravely each, and God defend the right ; 

Upon Saiat Andrew thrice can they thus cry, 

And thrice they shout on height, 

And then marked them on the Englishmen, 

As I have told you right. 

Saint George the bright, our ladies' knight. 

To name they were mil fain ; 

Our Englishmen they cried on height, 

And thnce they shout again. 

Old Ballad. 1881. 



THOMAS THE RHYMER. 



IN THBEE FARTS. 

Few persons are so renowned in tradition as Thomas of Ercil- 
doune, known by the appellation of The Rhymer. Uniting, or 
sappodng to unite, in his person, the powers of poetical compo- 
sition, and of Taticination, his memory, even after the lapse of 
fire hundred years, is regarded with veneratioD by his country- 
men. To give any thing like a certain history of this remarkable 
man would be indeed difficult ; but the curious may derive some 
satisfaction from the particulars here brought together. 

It is agreed on all hands, that the residence, and probably the 
birthplace, of this ancient bard, was Ercildoune, a village sit- 
uated upon the Leader, two miles above its junction with the 
Tweed. The ruins of an ancient tower are still pointed out as 
the Rhymer's castle. The uniform tradition bears, that his sur- 
name was Lermont, or Learmont; and that the appellation of 
Tiie Rhymer was conferred on him in consequence of his poetical 
compositions. There remains nevertheless, some doubt upon 
the subject. 

We are better able to ascertain the period at which Thomas of 
Ercildoune lived, being the latter end of the thirteenth century. 

It cannot be doubted, that Thomas of Ercildoune was a re- 
markable and important person in his own time, since, very 
shortly after his death, we find him celebrated as a prophet and 
as a poet. Whether he himself made any pretensions to the first 
of these characters, or whether it was gratuitously conferred 
upon him by the credulity of posterity, it seems difficult to de- 
cide. 

Whateyer doubts, however, the learned might have, as jto the 
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■oarce of the Rhymer's prophetic skill, the yulgar had no hesita- 
tioa to ascribe the whMe to the interooorse between the bard, 
and the Queen of Faery. The popular tale bears that Thomas 
was carried off at an early age to the Fairy Land, where he ac- 
quired all the knowledge, which made him afterwards so famous. 
After seven years' residence, he was permitted to return to the 
earth, to enlighten and astonish his countrymen by his prophetic 
powers ; still, however, remaining bound to return to his royal 
mistress, when she should intimate her pleasure. Accordingly, 
while Thomas was making merry with his friends in the tower of 
Sroildoune, a person came running in, and told, with marks of 
fear and astonishment, that a hart and hind had left the neigh- 
boring forest, and were, composedly and slowly, parading the 
streetof the village. The prophet instantly arose, left his hab- 
itation, and followed the wonderful animals to the forest, whence 
he was never seen to return. According to the popular belief, he 
still " dres his weird " in Fairy Land, and is. one day expected 
to revisit earth. In the meanwhile, his memory is held in the 
most profound respect. The Eildon Tree, from beneath the 
shade of which he delivered his prophecies, now no longer ex- 
ists ; but the spot is marked by a la^^e stone called Eildon Tree 
Stone. A neighboring rivulet takes the name of the Bogle Bum 
(Gk>blin Brook) from the Rhymer's supernatural visitants To 
ttiis old tale the Editor has ventured to add a -Second Part, con- 
sisting of a kind of cento, firom the printed prophecies vulgarly 
ascril^d to the Rhymer ; and a Thurd Part, entirely modern, 
founded upon the tradition of his haring returned with the 
hart and hind, to the Land of Faery. 



PART FIRST. 



True Thomas lay on Huntlie bank ; 

A ferlie he spied wi' his ee ; 
And there he saw a ladye bright, 

Come riding down by the Eildon Tree. 

Her shirt was o' the grass-green silk, 
Her mantle o* the velvet fyne ; 

At ilka tett of her horse's mane, 
Hung fifty siller bells and nine. 

True Thomas, he pulled aff his cap, 
And louted low down to his knee, 

" All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven I 
For thy peer on earth I never did see." - 
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" O no, O no, Thomas,** she said, 
" That name does not belang to me ; 

I am but the Queen of fair Eltiand, 
That am hither come to visit thee. 

" Harp and carp, Thomas," she said ; 

" Harp and carp along wi* me ; 
And it' ye dare to kiss my lips, 

Sure of your bodie 1 will be." — 

" Betide me weal, betide me woe. 
That weird shall never daunton me." — * 

Syne he has kissed her rosy lips. 
All underneath the Eildon Tree. 

** Now, ye maun go wi* me," she said ; 

" True Thomas, ye maun go wi* me ; 
And ye maun serve me seven years. 

Thro' weal or woe as may chance to be." 

She mounted on her milk-white steed ; 

She's ta'en true Thomas up behind : 
And aye, whene'er her bridle rung. 

The steed flew swifter than the wind. 

O they rade on, and farther on ; 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind ; 
Until they reached a desert wide. 

And living land was left behind. 

" Light down, light down, now, true Thomas, 
And lean your head upon my knee ; 

Abide and rest a little space. 
And I will show you ferlies three. 

" O see ye not yon narrow road. 

So thick beset with thorns and briars ? 

I Thaa weirdf eto. — That destiny shall never Mghtea me. 
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That is the path of righteousness, 
Though ailer it but few inquires. 

" And see ye not that braid braid road, 
That lies across that lily leven ? 

That is the path of wickedness, 
Though some call it the road to heaven. 

" And see not ye that bonny road, 
That winds about the fernie brae ?, 

That is the road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 

" But, Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue, 

Whatever ye may hear or see ; 
For, if ye speak word in Elflyn land. 

Ye *11 ne'er get back to your ain countrie." 

O they rade on and farther on. 

And they waded through rivers aboon the 
knee, 
And they saw neither sun nor moon. 

But they heard the roaring of the sea. 

It was mirk mirk night, and there was nae 
stem light, 
And they waded through red blude to the 
knee; 
For a' the blude that's shed on earth 
Bins through the springs o' that countrie. 

Syne they came on to a garden green, 
. And she pu'd an apple frae a tree — 
" Take this for thy wages, true Thomas ; 
It will give thee the tongue that can never 
Ue." — 

" My tongue is mine ain," true Thomas said 
" A gudely gift ye wad gie to me I 
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I neither dought to buy nor sell, 
At fair or tryst where I may be. 

" I dought neither speak to prince or peer, 
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye." — 

" Now hold thy peace ! " the lady said, 
" For as I say, so must it be." — 

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth, 
And a pair of shoes of velvet green ; 

And tUl seven years were gane and past, 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 



PART SECOND. 
ALTERED FROM ANCIENT PROPHECIES. 

When seven years were come and gane. 
The sun blmked fair on pool and stream ; 

And Thomas lay on Huntlie bank. 
Like one aws^ened from a dream. 

He heard the trampling of a steed, 

He saw the flash of armor flee. 
And he beheld a gallant knight 

Come riding down by the Eildon-tree. 

He was a stalwart knight, and strong ; 

Of ^nt make he 'peared to be : 
He stirred his horse, as he were wode, 

Wi* gilded spurs, of faushion free. 

Says — " Well met, well met, true Thomas I 
Some uncouth ferlies show to me." — 

Says — " Christ thee save, Corspatrick brave I 
Thrice welcume, good Dunbar, to me I 

" Light down, light down, Corspatrick brave I 
A^d I will show thee curses three, 
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Shall gar fair Scotland greet and grane, 
And change the green to the black livery. 

" A storm shall roar this very hour, 
From Ross's hills to Solway sea." — 

" Ye lied, ye lied, ye warlock hoar ! 

For the sun shines sweet on feuld and lee." — 

He put his hand on the Earlle's head ; 

He showed him a rock beside the sea, 
Where a king lay stiff beneath his steed, 

And steel-dight nobles wiped their ee. 

" The neist curse lights on Branxton hills : 
By Flodden's hi^ and heathery side, 

Shall wave a banner red as blude, 
And chieftains throng wi' meikle pride. 

" A Scottish King shall come full keen, 

The ruddy lion beareth he ; 
A feathered arrow sharp, I ween, 

Shall make him wink and warre to see. 

" When he is bloody, and all to bledde, 
Thus to his men he still shall say — 

* For God*s sake, turn ye back again. 
And give yon southern folk a fray I 

Why should I lose, the right is mine ? 
My doom is not to die this day.* * 

" Yet turn ye to the eastern hand, 

And woe and wonder ye sail see ; 
How forty thousand spearmen stand, 

Where yon rank river meets the sea. 

" There shall the lion lose the gylte, 
And the libbards bear it clean away ; 

tJ S*®^?°®l*?^'^*y "^^^^^ ^^^S prevailed in Scotland, concern- 
ing the fiite of Junes IV., is well known. 
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At Pinkyn Cleuch there shall be spilt 
Much gentil bluid that day." — 

" Enough, enough, of curse and ban ; 

Some blessings show thou now to me, 
Or, by the feith o' my bodie," Corspatrick said, 

" xe shall rue the day ye e'er saw me ! " — 

" The first of blessings I shall thee show, 
Is by a bum that 's called of bread ; 

Where Saxon men shall tine the bow, 
And find their arrows lack the head. 

" Beside that brigg, out ower that bum, 

Where the water bickereth bright and sheen. 

Shall man^ a fallen courser ^um, 
And knights shall die in battle keen. 

" Beside a headless cross of stone. 

The libbards there shall lose the gree ; 

The raven shall come, the erne shm go. 
And drink the Saxon bluid sae free. 

The cross of stone they shall not know. 
So thick the corses there shall be." — 

" But tell me now," said brave Dunbar, 

" Trae Thomas, tell now unto me? 
What man shall mle the isle Britain, 

Even from the north to the southern sea ? " — 

" A French Queen shall beai' the son, 

Shall rule all Britain to the sea; 
He of the Brace's blood shall come, 

As near as in the ninth degree. 

" The waters worship shall his race ; 

Likewise the waves of the farthest sea ; 
For they shall ride over the ocean wide. 

With hempen bridles, and horse of tree." 
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PART THIRD. 



When seven years more were come and gone, 
Was war through Scotland spread, 

And Ruberslaw showed high Dunyon * 
His beacon blazing red. 

Then all by bonny Coldingknow,* 
Pitched palliouns took their room, 

And crested helms, and spears a-rowe, 
Glanced gaily through the broom. 

The Leader, rolling to the Tweed, 

Resounds in the ensenzie ; ^ 
They roused the deer from Caddenhead, 

To distant Torwoodlee.* 

The feast was spread in Ercildoune, 
In Learmonf 8 hi^h and ancient hall : 

And there were knights of great renown, 
And ladies, laced in pall. 

Nor lacked they, while they sat at dine, 

The music nor the tale. 
Nor goblets of the blood-red wine 

Nor mantling quaighs * of ale. 

1 Ruberslaw and Danyon, are two hills near Jedburf^. 

s An ancient tower near Ercildoune. belon^ng to a flunily 
of the name of Home. One of Thomas's prophecies is said to 
haye run thus — 

" Vengeance ! rengeanoe : when and where ? 
On the house of Coldingknow, now and ever mair ! " 

The spot is rendered classical by its haying giyen name to the 
beautiful melody called the Broom o' the Cowdenknotos. 

« Ensenzie — War-cry, or gathering word. 

4 Torwoodlee and Caddenhead are places in Selkirkshire ; both 
the property of Mr. Pringle of Torwoodlee. 

» Quaighs — Wooden cups, composed of stares hooped together. 
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True Thomas rose, with harp in hand, 

When as the feast was done : 
(In minstrel strife, in Fairy Land, 

The eifin harp he won.) 

Hushed were the throng, both limb and tongue, 

And harpers for envy pale ; 
And armed lords leaned on their swords. 

And hearkened to the tale. 

In numbers high, the witching taJe 

The prophet poured along ; 
No after bard might here avail 

Those numbers to prolong. 

Yet fragments of the lofty strain 

Float down the tide of years. 
As, buoyant on the stormy main, 

A parted wreck appears. 

He sunsKing Arthur's Table Round : 

The Warrior of the Lake ; 
How courteous Gawaine met the wound, 

And bled for ladies' sake. 

But chief, in gentle Tristrem's praise, 

The notes melodious swell ; 
Was none excelled in Arthur's days. 

The knight of Lionelle. 

For Marke, his cowardly uncle's right, 

A venomed wound he bore ; 
When fierce Morholde he slew in fight, 

Upon the Irish shore. 

No art the poison might withstand ; 

No medicine could be found. 
Till lovely Isolde's lily hand 

Had probed the rankling wound. 
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With gentle liand and soothing tongae 

She bore the leech's part ; 
And, while she o'er his sick-bed hung, 

He paid her with his heart 

O fatal was the gift, I ween I 

For, doomed m evil tide, 
The maid must be rude Cornwall's queen, 

His cowardly uncle's bride. 

Their loves, their woes, the gifted bard 

In fairy tissue wove ; 
Where lords, and knights, and ladies bright, 

In gay confusion strove. 

The Garde Joyeuse, amid the tale. 
High reared its glittering head ; 

And Avalon's enchanted vale 
In all its wonders spread. 

Brangwain was there, and Segramore, 
And fiend-born Merlin's eramarye ; 

Of that famed wizard's mighty lore, 
O who coxild sing but he ? 

Through many a maze the winning song 

In changeful passion led, 
Till bent at length the listening throng 

O'er Tristrem's dying bed. 

His ancient wounds their scars expand. 
With agony his heart is wrung : 

O where is Isolde's lily hand, 
And where her soothing tongue ? 

She comes ! she comes ! — like flash of flame 

Can lover's footsteps fly : 
She comes I she comes I — she only came 

To see her Tristrem die. 
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She saw him die ; her latest sigh 
Joined in a kiss his parting breath ; 

The gentlest pair, that Britain bare, 
United are in death. 

There paused the harp : its lingering sound 

Died slowly on the ear ; 
The sUent guests still bent around, 

For still they seemed to hear. 

Then woe broke forth in murmurs weak : 

Nor ladies heaved alone the sigh ; 
But, half ashamed, the rugged cheek 

Did many a gauntlet dry. 

On Leader's stream, and Learmont's tower, 

The mists of evening close ; 
In camp, in castle, or in bower, 

Each warrior sought repose. 

Lord Douglas, in his lofty tent. 

Dreamed o'er the woful tale : 
When footsteps light, across the bent. 

The warrior's ears assail. 

He starts, he wakes — " What, Bichard, ho ! 

Arise, my page, arise ! 
What venturous wight, at dead of night. 

Dare step where Douglas lies ! " — 

Then forth they rushed : by Leader's tide ! 

A selcouth * sight they see — 
A hart and hind pace side by side. 

As white as snow on Faimalie.* 

1 Selcouth — Wondrous. 

> An ancient seat upon the Tweed, in Selkirmhire. 
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Beneath the moon, with gesture proud, 
They stately move and slow ; 

Nor scare they at the gathering crowd, 
Who marvel as they go. 

To Learmont's tower a message sped, 

As fast as page might run ; 
And Thomas started from his bed, 

And soon his clothes did on. 

First he woxe pale, and then woxe red; 

Never a wowi he spake but three : — 
" My sand is run ; my thread is spun ; 

This sign regardeth me." 

The elfin harp his neck around. 

In minstrel guise, he hunff ; 
And on the wind, in doleful sound. 

Its dying accents rung. 

Tlien forth he went ; yet turned him oft 

To view his ancient hall : 
On the gray tower, in lustre soft, 

The autumn moonbeams fall ; 

And Leader's waves, like silver sheen. 
Danced shimmering in the ray ; 

In deepening mass, at distance seen. 
Broad Soltra's mountains lay. 

" Farewell, my fathers* ancient tower ! 

A long farewell," said he : 
The scene of pleasure, pomp, or power, 

Thou never more shalt be. 

" To Learmont's name no foot of earth 

Shall here again belong. 
And, on thy hospitable hearth. 

The hare shall leave her young. 
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" Adieu ! adieu ! " again he cried, 

All as he turned him roun' — 
" Farewell to Leader's silver tide I 

Farewell to Ercildoune I " 

The hart and hind approached the place. 

As lingering yet he stood ; 
And there, before Lord Douglas* face, 

With them he crossed the flood. 

Lord Douglas leaped on his berry-brown steed, 
And spurred him the Leader o'er ; 

But, though he rode with lightning speed, 
He never saw them more. 

Some said to hill, and some to glen. 

Their wondrous course had been ; 
But ne'er in haunts of living men 

Again was Thomas seen. 



END OF VOL. ni. 
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